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STORIES OF THE IRISH PEASANTRY. 
BY MRS §. C. HALL. 
“ Mind not high things: but condescend to men of low estate.” 
Sr Pavut. 
GOING TO LAW! 

Part THE Seconp.—Showing what John Leahy, commonly 
called ‘*‘ Johnny the Giant,’’ got by going to law. 
AFFECTED by the representations of Alice, Mr Russel 
visited Attorney Botherum, with the design of inte- 
resting him in the case, and recommending Leahy to 

abandon his proposed legal contest with Abel Carr. 

« Rely upon me, I’ll do my best,” said Botherum, 
towards the close of along conversation on the subject, 
“but you'll see what the result will be ; he has beenedged 
on hitherto by those reptiles of the court-house who live 
by putrid law ; who don’t care how poor the man, so they 
get the spoil ; who are the means one way or other of 
driving hundteds to the road, or out of the country ; 
who set men fighting about trancens ; they are nothing, 
one would think, in the scale of society, but they are 
filthy pebbles in the wheel of justice, that impede its 
course. He comes full of the rights of his case ; I con- 
vince him that he is wrong, and yet he wont believe 
me ; he immediately thinks I have a motive in not 
agreeing with him ; he hears that Abel Carr has been 
with me; I advise him not to go to law; he com- 
mences his address with, ‘ knowing how yer honour 
loves justice ;’ and he concludes the interview, think- 
ing I am either a knave orafool! My dear sir, agree 
with a man, he thinks you a miracle of wisdom ; differ 
from him, and he turns away with the opinion that 
you are astonishingly overrated ;” and the shrewd 
attorney pulled down his wig with considerable vehe- 
mence. 

© You will do your best to put him off this matter,” 
said Mr Russel, rising, “ for we are deeply interested 
about him and his ; and as (if the differences are ar- 
ranged) you will be a loser, I can only say I shall be 
happy to make it up by placing any little matters I 
may have in your hands at the next assizes.” The at- 
torney bowed low. 

« Sir,” he answered, “ when such men as you go to 
law, the result is easily anticipated ; there is much 
beautiful practice in a gentleman’s lawsuit.” 

“ Leading pretty much to the same result, I fancy,” 
observed the county magistrate, who had smarted 
more than once ; “ my poor friend Leahy is likely to 
be sacrificed by a pitchfork ; I should be dispatched 
by a well-tempered Toledo; there is not much differ- 
ence in the end. But use your best exertions, how- 
ever, to get this madness out of Leahy’s head, and, 
believe me, it shall not be forgotten.” 

« Rely on my doing my best. I will treat him de- 
licately,” answered the attorney ; “ not let him see 
what I intend at first—rush with him into it at first, 
and, if possible, rush with him out of it at the last— 
though I am not sanguine. Carr let drop a hint that 
he was like all law lovers, in difficulties already.” 

“ Those I can manage for him,” said his landlord, 
« if he does not plunge deeper.” 

«“ What sort of a wife has he?” inquired the at- 


torney. 

« One of the best and most superior women I ever 
‘knew for her station.” 

“Fond of law?” “ No.” 

“ Is he fond of her?” “ Very !” 

«“ That makes my hope less,” said Botherum. “ If 
a good and superior woman can’t manage a husband 
who loves her, there is little hope, I fear, for me.” 

The attorney was right. 


More than two years had elapsed since the conver- 
sation I have now related took place. Mr Russel had 
spent the last six months on the continent, and Mr 


Botherum continued his ordinary course, sidling from 
his office to the court-house of the good city of Lime- 
rick, and from the court-house back again, just as 
usual ; popping his little head up and down as he went 
along, and saluting his familiars with a “ How de do, 
Jack ?” “ Good-morrow, Tom,” “ How are ye, Bill?” 
“ God save ye, Harry, .” * Mend ye, Ned,” and so on ; 
while to his superior clients he moved his hat, or 
kissed gallantly the tips of his three little fat fingers. 
The world prospered with him, and he with the 
world. How far he was able to influence the conduct of 
Mr Russel’s law-loving tenant will be immediately seen. 

John Leahy was a wrong-headed man, a man who 
drove forward without reflecting on consequences ; 
but he was both honest and kind. I hope those who 
read this story will remember that his great fault was 
obstinacy ; that he would not in reality wrong his 
neighbour; and that, when he exclaimed before Mr 
Russel, upon being asked what he would swear to, 
“ Any thing at all, for satisfaction,” he neither meant 
to perjure himself nor to injure even Abel Carr. He 
used strong language, it is true, but only what Lrish- 
men use when over-excited ; he meant he would have 
law—and he had it. 

Much bustle and confusion were evident in the im- 
mediate vicinity of a well-built farm-house, that—well 
built and substantial though it was—seemed to have 
known better days; the windows were broken; the 
thatch evinced no marks of care ; it was brown and un- 
even ; the corn-stands in the rick-yard had no piles of 
the golden grain upon their exposed crossings. Sucha 
farm should have been able to muster five or six fine 
cows. There was but one, a miserable rough-coated 
thing, though of the Ayrshire breed. There were two 
or three pigs standing or grubbing about, but they 
were thin, neither fit for living nor dying ; the only 
vigilant-looking animal at liberty about the door was 
a stern stiff dog, evidently aged, but not less inclined 
to live and die in the service of his puppyhood, for he 
shadowed the footsteps of a slight pallid little girl, who 
would have been called very beautiful if her cheek had 
been graced by the hue of health. Regardless of the 
people who passed backwards and forwards, she 
rambled first into the garden, which, like the rest 
of the farm, betrayed tokens of great neglect. She 
pulled a rosebud from one tree, a degenerate pink 
from a clump that trailed the ground, a sprig of 
thyme, and a few other simple flowers that might 
have been called “ wild ;” and, stopping before some 
empty bee-stands, tears gathered within the transpa- 
rent lids of her large grey eyes, and then rolled down 
her cheeks. The poor dog looked meekly and affec- 
tionately in the pale child’s face; he did not wag his 
tail, for his features, if I may venture to call them, 
expressed a perfect understanding of and sympathy 
with her sorrows ; and at last he seated himself by 
her side, and placed his rough paw gently on the little 
arms that were crossed one over the other beneath 
her throbbing bosom. 

«Let me alone, Bran, good fellow ; let me alone ; let 
poor little Ally alone. Why should you care for her! 
Sure she’s going away from ye, poor Bran !” 

The animal, as if comprehending her words, stood 
erect on his hind-legs, and commenced licking her 
cheek. “It’s no use,’ she continued, flinging her 
arms round his neck ; “ it’s no use, Bran—the farm is 
gone, and the house is gone, and poor ould Granny is 
in her grave, and we’re going away from Ireland for 
ever; but I can’t part ye, Bran, oh, 1 can’t part ye, 
ye poor dumb baste, that minded me many a day, and 
looked afther me, and played with me! Ye’ll come 
with me, Bran—won’t you? You wont let me go 
without you, ye ould darlint of a dog! Maybe,” she 


added, with that quick transition of feeling which is 
one of the many blessings of childhood, “ maybe we'd 
be happy yet, and find as green fields as these, where, 
as mother says, ‘there'll be no law to tempt father 
to ruin again.’ Oh, Bran, oh, can ye tell yer poor 
Ally what ruin is? It seems something that’s all over 
us, and about us. Wag yer tail, Bran, honey, and 
don’t look in my face with yer breaking heart. Oh, doggy, 
doggy, sure it’s something any way to have the father 
and the mother and = Bran left to little Ally 
Leahy !” 

The girl returned the caresses of the poor dog with 
interest, but nothing could animate him, or oblige him 
to express any thing like joy ; he hung his head, though 
his eyes were restless and vigilant ; he did not like the 
bustle and the strangers ; his tail, which it was his 
habit to keep in a perpetual yet quiet motion, was 
slouched between his legs, as he followed the footsteps 
of his young mistress, who looked back at him every 
moment, repeating over and over again the same wail. 
“ Bran, a-cushla, we shall never see that ould tree 
again.” “ Bran, a-cushla, we are done with the race 
across the meadow.” “ Bran, a-cushla, no more black- 
berries ’ll grow for us on the fairy wreath.” “ Bran, 
a-cushla, bid every thing good bye, for if ye come with 
us, you’ll never see any of them more !” and so the 
little simple affectionate child wandered on and on, 
and over the fields and about the garden, taking leave 
of every bush and “ bohreen,” and talking to her silent 
friend, who sympathised in her afflictions. 

Within, there was sorrow more loud ; for the fact 
was, that utter ruin had overtaken one it had-long 
pursued —the law-loving John Leahy. There was 
nothing peculiar in his case ; it is on a par with thou- 
sands that have occurred, with the same result. It 
was to be anticipated that he would scorn the advice 
of Mr Botherum, however skilfully it might have been 
bestowed. When his poor wife met him at “ the turn 
of the road,” where she was in the habit of watching 
for him, she hoped a far different termination to his 
visit ; but when he dismounted, and after having thrown 
the bridle over his arm, declared “ he really thought 
the half of the counthry war mad, to go dancing afther 
that "Turney Botherum, that hadn’t by a cart-load as 
much law in him as Mr Garrett, the long ’turney of 
Mullimabeg,” Alice Leahy thought she would have 
fallen to the earth ; her hopes were extinguished ; she 
foresaw the ruin that soon made rapid strides to- 
wards their home. Leahy was, as they call it, “ cast” in 
three successive actions with Abel Carr. One mis- 
fortune led to another. Nothing could exceed the 
energy and activity of Alice Leahy as long as her 
strength remained ; but broken spirits induced broken 
health ; every thing about her changed, except her 
temper, which was greatly tried during her husband’s 
absence ; his mother was as eager as her son for “law,” 
for having, as she expressed it, “ her rights,” and was 
perpetually upbraiding Alice with “want of spirit.” 
Poor Alice bore it all, and every one wondered how 
she could. Leahy seemed like a man in a perpetual 
fever ; the bright moonlight and the long heavy star- 
less nights found him alike wakeful ; and whenever 
Alice, with gentle firmness, would endeavour to draw 
his attention to his domestic wants—to the necessity 
that must always exist for a perpetual and regular 
outlay, if a farm is expected to yield its fruits in due 
season, he would throw far from him every industrious 
thought, and angrily revert to the necessity for money 
to carry on “ the law,” which, he said, would preserve 
his property, and get him justice. At last, bit by bit 
of the land 

* Tlis forefathers tilled” 


was parted with to feed the harpies who fatten on the 
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misery of human kind, until, at the last, the agent 
considered it to be his duty to save what remained for 
the benefit of the absent landlord. Had Mr Russel 
been in Ireland at the time, he would doubtless have 
softened this last trial; but he was in England or 
France, or somewhere far away, and requiring all the 
rents, which had now been long unpaid. 

When heavy distress comes upon a man, unless his 
mind be very highly strung, he will yield to the dangerous 
and evil advice which, in better times, and with happier 
feelings, he would have spurned. John Leahy was not 
strong-minded, and his poor wife’s most bitter trial was 
to see him gradually drawn into the vortex of the dis- 
contented. Of such, who so abound in the neighbour- 
hood of Limerick, he was acquainted with many ; and 
Alice’s observations led to the belief, that, unless he 
emigrated, he would become a worn-out and morally 
ruined man—that his life would be the last sacrifice to 
“the law.” ‘This idea haunted her by day and night ; 
and whenever the remnants of their prosperity were 
seized, Alice Leahy resolved that the emigration often 
hinted at, often debated, should take place. The arrival 
of what she knew must come, and that soon, was commu- 
nicated by the entrance of two of “the neighbours,” 
while she was dressing her child. “The agent’s care- 
taker,” they said, “ and two or three more with him, 
were coming; John Leahy must guess for what, but 
they would stand by their ‘ould comrade’ to the last ; 
they’d never see him wronged ; there were many more 
of the same mind, to whom he had only to lift up his 
finger.” 

John Leahy turned pale as death at this informa- 
tion, but took down and prepared to load an old gun, 
which, rusty though it seemed, was quite able to do 
mischief. One of the men ran to secure the pigs in 
their sty, and the other showed he had not come un- 
armed. 

Little Alice sereamed, and clung to her trembling 
mother. For an instant that mother’s brow, cheek, 
throat, were suffused with crimson ; she then beeame 
white and rigid like a corpse ; and her husband, for- 
getting all but the love of his youth, caught her to his 


. bosom 


Let ’em do what they like!” he exclaimed, dash- 
ing down the gun; “let them do what they like, now 
she is dead.” 

“ No—no—no—only wait till the breath comes 
back,” murmured Alice ; “ wait ;” and, gulping down 
some water, she summoned her mental strength, which 
wns great, to aid the little that remained of bodily 
power. “John Leahy,” she said, grasping her hus- 
band’s arm, and looking in his eyes with the pure and 
earnest intensity of wedded love ; “ John Leahy, across 
that door, now twelve years ago, I came a young bride, 
a young loving bride, resting my whole heart, and, 
maybe, too much of the safety of my soul, on you. I 
have borne you five childre, of which this was the first, 
and God willed should be the last; the rest are in 
heaven! Don’t look so, John Leahy; have a mite 
more patience, till my heart beats easier, and I'll go 
on.” 

Several of the neighbours now crowded in at the 
door, although the “ distrainers for rent” were not, 
nor could not be, in sight for nearly half an hour ; but 
the news had spread, and the people are ever ready at 
arescue. Several of the young men had stout sticks, 
and the women, whose most acceptable service in the 
sight of heaven is that of being peace-makers on earth, 
had their aprons full of stones. Seeing Alice half 
kneeling at her husband’s feet, while he endeavoured 
to raise her again to his bosom, they withdrew, and 
remained outside ready for action. “ And now, John,” 
she said, “let me ask you how often I have been 
wanting in love or duty to you during them years ?” 

“ Never !” he exclaimed, passionately ; “ never 
onst, if this hour, as it may be, is my last—never, 
never ONnsT.” 

“The past is past ; ye can’t think but that this 
place, these walls, that little bed where I watched the 
dying, as I had done the living hours of our babbys, 
are all in my heart ; but, John Leahy, the memory of 
that, and every thing else, is all we'll have left of it to 
take to a foreign land, and”-—— 

“ Stop, Alice, stay ; inside these walls I was born ; 
inside these walls I will die ; and let him who dares to 
put me out, take what he'll get.” 

“ Hurra !” exclaimed the man (James Thurles by 
name) who had brought the news ; “I knew Johnny 
the Giant had blood in him yet, for all that the law 
drew out ; I knew that. Shout, boys and girls, shout ! 
we'll not have a straw of his thatch touched.” 


The Giant’s eyes glittered, and he seized the gun 
again, but his wife grasped his arm. “ Hear me, for 
the last time, John,” she exclaimed ; “hear me. Sup- 
pose you war left by the landlord in this house, with 
so little land, with 10 money, with not so much as the 
price for seed potatoes, every thing going to rack and 
ruin, what would you have? what good would it do 
you? You've neither means nor money to keep us 
from starving ; all we had is gone—gone—in the law ! 
and you would end all by breaking the law, and trying 
to keep what isn’t your own.” 

“What do you mane by that !” exclaimed John, 
fiercely ; “not my own! these walls not my own !” 

“ Not now when you can’t pay for them,” she an- 
swered calmly. 

“Blessed father !” he said, “ and is it you that send 
the reproach to my heart }—is it you that but just 
this minute tould me what you war, to show you’d be 
so no longer !—is it come to this wid ye? But that 
"ll only make me worse. What have I now to care 
for?” 

“ Yer character, John. The worst any could say of 
ye was, that you war too fond of law !—but if ye keep 
yer landlord from his own share, who then can say 
John Leahy’s an honest man? The land is his; we 
cannot pay for it; he never was hard upon us when 
we tried to pay ; but, in spite of his advice, look what 
you did yourself. Look, John: I have a friend who 


place in daceney—enough to take us to another land. 
No one can say then, this was a rogue’s house. In 
another land we can live and work. What matters 
our poverty there ?—no one will be to the fore to re- 
member our riches. John, agra! the landlord bore 
with us long ; he saw the farm going to destruction, 
and he wasn’t like many another, wishful to turn out 
ould residenthers for new. John, avourncen! re- 
member, in this bitther time of trial, remember 
that the landlord stuck to us longer than we stuck to 
him.” 

“ Me, you mane me!” interrupted the Giant, sul- 


“Then let it stand so,” she said, “and still you know 
it’s the truth. John, rouse up the pride of an honest 
heart ! We may hould out for two or three months, 
but in the end we must quit. We saw that before you 
owned to it the other night. Do not let blood be spilt 
when you can hinder it. This isn’t like a hard land- 
lord,” she repeated, gaining strength from justice. 
“T tell ye, John, I’ve turned every thing over in my 
own mind ; it can’t be helped ; give up at onst, bravely. 
It is brave to resign like a man.” 

“T can’t part the counthry, Alice ; it’s no use talk- 
ing; I can’t part the counthry,” he said, looking round 
and speaking through his clenched teeth. “I did 
what you wanted three days ago. I made every in- 

uiry as you wished, but I can’t part the counthry— 
the fields, the sod I was born on, or the people !” 

“ And why should you ?” exclaimed James ; “aint 
we all ready to stand by ye to the last? Sorra a 
windfall of the law shall set foot in it while we stand 
here.” Alice took no notice of these words, but look- 
ing at her husband tenderly, and pressing his hand 
between hers, she replied, “ And do you think that J 
do not love the counthry ? wouldn’t I lay my life 
down for it? I don’t want to lave it because we’re 
prospering in it, but because we should burthen it, like 
too many others. I love it as much as you, and if you 
will stay, let it be still in peace and honesty. Make 
no resistance.” 

“Stay!” he said; “what! stay to see this very 
house, maybe, the property of Abel Carr! ’d—I°d”— 

“ Let us go, then ; I have more to lave behind than 
you,” said his wife. 

“The bones of all belonging to me are in the ould 
churehyard,” he answered, much softened ; “but where 
will mine rest ?” 

“ With mine,” was the reply. “ But, John, I lave 
my brothers, my sister, my ould mother, and she I 
never can see afther we go. They will hear her last 
prayer, receive her last blessing; and though you 

now how I love her, [am content to be far away 
from her at the last moment, to be with you. My coun- 
try is where you are, John. My”—— 

“We can see them crossing the near hill,” inter- 
rupted James ; “ don’t be tramped in the briars, John 
Leahy ; we’ll all stand by Fal 

The Giant’s powerful frame quivered like that of 
a girl in an ague fit. Strong as he was, he trembled, 
not from fear, but emotion. 

“ But for the landlord’s claim, it would go to such 
as Abel Carr,” whispered Alice, wisely. 

“You are right, Alice,” replied her husband ; “1 
own it ; and now all’s gone, I take yer advice. Hide 
me somewhere,” said the heart-broken man ; “ some- 
where that [ can’t see or hear ’em ; let °em have pos- 
session ; and then, when all’s gone! Oh, Alice, Alice!” 
he added, as, staggering into the bedroom, he fell on 
his face upon the bed. “Oh, Alice, to think it should 
come to this !—I, onst so proud, so independent, 
high in myself! Thank the neighbours, But, my 
God ! I cannot let it go—l must”—— 

“ Ally, come here,” said Mrs Leahy to her child ; 


“ Ally, come here, and keep with yer father ; tell him 


will give us enough to take us away from the ould | J 


you will live or die with him, beg with him ; put yer 
arms round him, Ally; say the prayer I taught ye ; 
I’ve strength for it John, darlint. May the Al- 
mighty bless you !—your peaceableness has given me 
strength ; I’m able for it all, if you’ll keep quiet. My 
husband will be an example to the whele coun ; 
all will see what he is now ; they thonght him a 
turber of the law ; they will find their mistake.” She 
closed the door, paused a moment, and then, as if 
afraid of a sudden outbreak, turned the key upon it, 
and removed the gun. “ Kind neighbours, and dear 
friends,” she said,advancing to the open door, “my hus- 
band and I are for ever obliged to ye for yer kindness ; 
we shall soon be far away from ye, but we shall never 
‘forget ye ; we know that the agent is ae the 
best, in doing his duty for his employer. ys and 
girls, just is just, and it’s fitter he should have it, than 
such as ye all know who. We thank ye kindly, but 
entreat that a finger may not be raised in defiance of 
those that are coming. e take ye to witness, kind 
friends, that we offer no opposition ; we have no one to 
blame but ourselves—not even the law my husband 
thought long ago to get the betther of ; for its nature 
is to take advantage where it can, and we can’t expect 
any thing to go against nature. Thank ye kindly, 
Mrs Doolan, but let the stones go ; a woman’s best 
arms are a prayer and a blessing, and you'll all give 
us those before we lave ye.” ‘There was something so 
different from any thing the kind-hearted but wrong- 
headed a expected in all this, something so brave 
in a weak delicate-looking woman stifling her feelings, 
and resolving to give up every thing, because it was 
just to do so, particularly when (according to the opi 
nions of their defenders) they might have repelled 
invaders, and fought it out—there was something so 
unusual in the dignified bearing of the still beauti- 
ful Alice, that even Mrs Doolan let the stones she had 
gathered slide out of her apron on one side, as if 
ashamed of her intention, while the men still persisted 
in their entreaties to let them have one fight for her 
any way before she’d quit them for good and all. 
They also sg the distrainers were now at the gate) 
called loudly to John Leahy to come out, but the 
heartbroken man heard them not, overcome as much 
by the reason and eloquence of his wife, as by the 
pent-up but most powerful feelings of his nature. 
Ashamed—ruined—the innocent caresses of his 

child wrought his heart to agony ; and pressing the 
little creature to his bosom, he a way to those 
desperate sobs which storm the frame of a strong 
man, but seldom, perhaps never, more than once in 
a whole lifetime. John Leahy, stimulated by bad 
advisers, had refused on more than one oceasion to 
yield possession to the agent, with whom, indeed, he had 
never been on good terms. If Mr Russel had been in 
Ireland, though he could not prevail on him to abandon 
law, he would have preserved his influence over him, 
and that would have prevented much that was painful. 
As the men advanced, they perfectly understood they 
were engaged in a service of danger, and were greatly 
astonished when Mrs Leahy advanced to the gate, and 
said they might enter. ‘The peasantry could hardly 
be prevailed on to depart ; they clamoured to see the 
poor farmer, but his wife’s presence of mind, and the 
power which conscious integrity invariably gives to 
those who otherwise would be powerless, carried her 
through as trying a scene as it ever fell to the lot of 
woman to endure. She told them he would thank 
them to-morrow ; the women clung to and embraced 
her, saying she was fitter for heaven than earth ; the 
men, while they cursed their disappointment, and 
insulted the distrainers as much as their kindly dread 
of hurting Alice’s feelings — declared she was 
an angel, and called down blessings on her head ; and 
the necessary officer of the law, a strong but well 
“battered” specimen of human nature, who had re- 
ceived and returned many a sound drubbing, removed 
his hat, and waited to think over what was the mildest 
way of performing his duty. When she had seen the 
last of their faction depart, when the strong necessit 
for exertion was over, her woman’s heart fainted as it 
had done before ; and one of the men, not so accus- 
tomed to scenes of misery as the others, departed 
without intimating his intention to his companions, 
to tell the agent how peaceably they had obtained 
possession, and of the extraordinary conduct of Alice. 
“It was the finest example set to the counthry,” he 
said, “for years, and surely his honour would be as 
mild as he could, considering.” 

Alice found her husband in a state of stupor, and sent 
her child into the open air, where, poor little maid ! she 
had held such long converse with her dog. Never did dis- 
trainers perform their duty with such tardy steps, and 
the agent, with the trust which Alice Leahy’s noble con- 
duct merited, sent word to those he employed, that 
if they pleased they might remain there for a few days. 
Leahy went through the form of giving up his house, with 
a stolid frame, and an eye moveless, and almost rayless. 
His wife saw, and trembled, for she knew that with a 
violent temper this appearance was far more dangerous 
than rage. Me then quitted his dwelling, and sat down 
beneath the shadow of an old tree that grew on the 
opposite side of the road, and which many a time he had 
climbed in his childhood. He steadily refused to accept 
the agent's offer. It was a frightful proof of the growth 
of evil, for his obstinacy seemed to have returned four 
fold. He sat down on a wide flat stone, and insisted upon 
Alice sitting at one side, and his child at the other; he 
would suffer none other to approach him, and spurned the 
poor dog even, that crouched to his feet---spurned it 


away more than once ; but the animal still returned, and 
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at last softened his sternness by licking away the tears 
that dropped from his child’s eyes on bis own hand. 


spell, his eyes red from the 
intensity of the gaze which he fixed upon his cottage. 
ing that he was immoveable, they endeavoured to 
Alice to leave him, and take some repose ; but 
she was too true-hearted for that ; and when the child 
was induced to quit his side, he felt about as a blind man 
in search of his staff, until Alice deemed it right to recall 
her. The neighb h a blanket over their heads to 
save them from the night-dew ; and at last his head fell 
on his wife’s bosom, and he slept. 

Little Alice had been long asleep, but the wife and 
mother could obtain no repose. She recalled the days 
of their early love---the days of their prosperity---the 
entreaties she had used to avert the consequences of 
litigation---the hardness and perverseness of her husband, 
who would go through any thing “ for satisfaction.” The 
crisis had arrived, a crisis rendered still more painful by 
the obstinacy of him who at that time was as an oak 
resting on a reed for support. Although her brothers 
had promised her the means necessary for emigration, 
the future was as dark as the night-clouds that 

wered above their heads. The moon broke through the 
obscurity, and its beams fell upon her husband's face ; 
she could see huge drops of moisture, the heat-drops of 
the fevered brain, standing on his brow; he had been 
the cause of her affliction, the cause of their mutual 
ruin. She knew it well; and yet in the first beatings of 
maiden love, in the deep earnestness of matronly duty 
and devotion, not even when she took her first born from 
her bosom to place it in its father’s arms, not even then 
did she love him so devotedly as at that moment. This 
knowledge made her draw her husband more closely 
to her heart, and bless God that had still left her her 
two treasures. She closed her eyes in thankfulness and 
prayer, and might have slumbered; but a low sullen 

wi from Bran arrested her attention. She looked 
down at the dog, and saw his eyes were turned in the 
direction of a little dell on the right-hand side; she 
looked along the line, and discovered at first a palish 
light, succeeded by a red glare; then spiral tongues of 
fire ran into the air, and a wild haloo came on the breeze ; 
then the fire brightened, then quenched ; then the dull 
heavy smoke showed like a funeral pall above the light 
below. She felt her heart sink within her; she could not 
be mistaken as to the direction of the fire ; and she sud- 
denly remembered the words, uttered by one of her 
neighbours when he saw her resolve to have no disturbance 
at the farm, “that they’d have revenge somehow.” She 
traced the direction of the flames, and well knew that 
the fire was the burning of Abel Carr’s house. Ripe for 
mischief, and not content to leave all to the wisdom of 
nim who returns the poisoned chalice to the poisoner, 
some desperate spirits had resolved to “punish” Abel 
Carr ; and their“ punishing” would indeed have added to 
the annals of crime and violence which disgrace the 
country, but for the interference of the horse-police ; 
they arrived hardly in time to save the life of the wicked 
man, who had so continually provoked the evil spirit of 
litigation which dwelt in the Giant’s bosom. 

The agitation of Alice was extreme, yet she did not 
dare to awake her husband. The glare of light was fad- 
ing, when a voice from behind the tree I have mentioned 
whispered, “ We've hot the right nail on the head now, 
Mrs Leahy, anyway.” But the words were hardly spoken 
when a couple of the horse-patrol were heard galloping 
along the road ; a | drew up — to where the little 
party sheltered. The close of ‘that sad day saw Alice 

y arrested with her husband on suspicion of having 
originated the fire. 
They might have charged John Leahy with any crime 
they pleased ; for before the following morning had tho- 
roughly dispelled the shades of night, the unhappy man 
was enduring the phrensy of a brain fever. Nothing 
could exceed the interest created throughout the coun- 
try by this event. Mr Botherum himself stept out of his 
usual practice on the ion, and declared “ that so 
convinced was he of the incapability of Alice Leahy’s 
concealing, much less pegeieaing such a crime---so con- 
vinced was he that though John Leahy might have com- 
mitted a breach of the law in defending his own house, 
nothing could have induced him to do the cowardly deed 
of an incendiary, that he would, if it came to a trial, 
undertake their defence without professional fee or re- 
ward. Irish interest once excited is not satisfied with 
lip service ; the neighbourhood was ina state of fermen- 
tation during the few hours the Leahys were incarce- 
rated ; the peasantry gloried in the bare idea of effecting 
a rescue, but it was not needed. There was no evidence 
against them, the state of the poor fevered man spoke for 
itself; and when Alice and her unconscious husband were 
discharged, she, while supporting his head on the car 
sent to convey them to “a neighbour's house,” observed, 
in the thankful spirit of a true Christian, “ that no evil 
but had good in it. Sure it was a blessing he wasn’t 
right in himself to feel the disgrace such a suspicion 
would bring on him.” Her excellent spirit was not weary 
of well-doing; she nursed him through that fearful 
malady with untiring fortitude; she refused to accept 
the agent's offer, and return, till he was recovered, to 
their old home. “It would be only breaking her heart 
entirely,” she said, “to go back to and then leave it, 
which she must do, for they had no means to keep it on ;” 
and though she did not say so, she knew that Mr Russel 
himself could not afford, even if he had the inclination, to 
let them have such a house rent free ; besides, she remem- 
bered, that, owing to her husband's love for law, persisting 
so obstinately in his course against his landlord's well 
founded opinion, he had completely worn out his patience, 
and that he must feel as if a firebrand were quenched 
when “ Johnny the Giant” left the country. Nor would 
she accept shelter in any of the cottages of her neigh- 


bours. The Irish try have suffered so desperately 
from fever, that they stand in great awe of infection, 
though it seldom makes them forget the rites of hospi- 
tality. Many offered their humble homes, and desired 
to give “ the place” up to her altogether. “Sure the 
weather, God be praised! was beautiful, barring the 
drop of rain that never harmed Ireland ; and it would do 
them good to know that the poor man had all they had 
to give.” 

ice Leahy made her husband’s bed in a farmer's 

and watched him there until it pleased God he 

was able to lift up his heart in thankfulness for his re- 
covery. Tears—calm, gentle, refreshing tears—trickled 
down his pallid cheeks when he recognised the loving 
face of his wife bending over his pallet, and though he 
had not strength to speak, she saw that he knew : 
knew his child—knew even poor Bran, who looked with his 
sad earnest eyes into his master’s countenance. She hs 
disposed of the articles of furniture, which Mr Russel, in- 
formed of the facts, had ordered to be returned to her, so 
as to meet his observation on his recovering his conscious- 
ness; and he closed his eyes in refreshing slumbers, with- 
out apparently reverting to their changed circumstances. 
Abel Carr, though he knew his unfortunate opponent had 
nothing more to lose, would have caused him to be ar- 
rested for the last law expenses, if he had dared; but 
there are few instances on record where the hearts of 
both rich and poor so completely united in admiration 
of the enduring virtue of a simple unpretending woman, 
as in the case of Alice Leahy. The poor revelled in the 
idea that Abel was not only beggared in reputation, but 
in pocket ; and those who wished well to their country 
took every opportunity of pointing out to those who 
were fond of going to law, the curious fact of two men, 
the vanquished and the vanquisher, on the verge of star- 
vation. But for his wife’s admirable conduct, Leahy, 
with many fine natural — would in all human 
probability have suffered the penalty which awaits 
crime; and Abel Carr’s success, independently of the 
losses he too had suffered by paying “ costs,” was sacri- 
ficed by the fury of those who, whatever their motive 
might have been, had no right to judge and execute 
judgment. 


It was a fine summer evening, and John Leahy’s health 
was comparatively restored; the next day he was to 
leave for ever the land of his fathers. Alice and their 
child accompanied him midway up a mountain which 
commanded a view so extensive, that the farm which had 
once been his seemed but as a patch of very small ex- 
tent ; he shaded his eyes with his hand so as to intercept 
the rays of the setting sun, and enable him to take a 
farewell look of all he had known so long and loved so 
well. Neither husband nor wife spoke, but they both 
wept bitterly. The sun set gloriously ; they waited until 
he had sunk in the not far distant ocean that was to bear 
them to another land; and then, while the whistle of 
the plover and the low of the kine were yet upon the 
air, they descended together, little Alice and Bran 
lingering behind—Alice to gather wild-flowers, and seek 
for a four-leaved shamrogue that was to bring her luck 
in “ furrin parts,” and Bran to sniff at every rabbit-hole 
that was not concealed beneath the prickly furze. 

* Alice,” said John to his wife, when they were turn- 
ing into the bohreen leading to their place of rest for the 
night ; “ Alice, if it had not been for the generosity of 
your brothers and your friends, I should not have had 
wherewith to begin life again in another land—and I find 
you war right ; I could not have borne with it here.” 

“ The Lord above is very good !” she answered, though 
sobbing bitterly. 

“Look!” he exclaimed, “if I hear you ery that way, 
it will break my heart. I know it is my fault---my crime 
---my ——! If you cannot go without tears and sobs 
like these, we will remain, although I work as a day- 
labourer.” 

“They will be the last,” she said, meekly. “I have 
bid my mother farewell ; and she, John, she said I did 
right ; she said she was proud of me; and sure that is a 
proud hearing for a child from a parent's lips. You shall 
not have to reproach me with the weakness again.” 

“ Me reproach you with weakness,” he replied ; “no, 
Alice. Even this morning when you war putting in the 
box the bits o° things that we had for years, and that the 
goodness of Mr Russel left us, your eyes war dry, and 
even cheerful, and I wondered at yer strength. I couldn't 
put up my tools myself. And now, Alice, setting a case 
that you war not strong-hearted, where would I be ?” 

“We shall be happy together wherever we are,” she 
said. 

“Plaze God,” replied her husband. “But, Ally, be- 
twixt ourselves, if 1 was beginning life again, I'd go to 
altogether in a different way to what I ever did 

ore.” 

*Oh, John!” exclaimed his wife, pained but not sur- 
prised at his mind still being clogged by the old leaven, 
and too thoroughly acquainted with the windings of the 
human heart to expect the habit of a life to be overeome. 
“Oh, John, sure you've taken your Bible oath to me, to 
bear even death before you'd go to law !” 

“ Ay,” he replied, “ and for your sake so I would, and 
you're right, Alice, darlint. Warm blessing of my heart ! 
you are right; and to-morrow, plaze God, the neighbours 
who will set us on our way, when they see a man onst so 
prosperous obligated to quit his native counthry, reduced 
so that but for charity” —-— 

“Hardly charity, John,” said his delicate-minded 
wife. “ Not charity, sure; the generosity of our own 
people* maybe is bounty, but not charity, John; though, 
even if it was,” she added in a more subdued tone, 
* betther than us have wanted it and bad it, and but for it 
my heart would never warm to Treland as I know it will 
to the last hour of my days. The Lord of heaven, who 
knows the beating of my heart, and the prayers of my 
soul, look down upon it !---bless it with peace !---increase 
its power !---turn its enemies into friends !---make it wise 


* lish relations. 


as it is fruitful, and prudent as it is brave! Oh, Janna 
machree, ould Ireland! what keeps yer green hills down 
and yer le poor? Isn't it the mistakes of the law ? 
But, as I was saying, John, my heart would never warm 
to Ireland as it now does, if I thought they'd hould their 
hand back from a fellow-creatnre in want. And so, John, 
darlint, call it charity if you like; I wont fault the word a 
second time.” 


“T'll tell them,” resumed John Leahy, — th 


see a prosp' man o begging, an 
_. exile, Till tell them that’s what he got by going to 
w 


LOITERINGS OF TRAVEL, 
BY N. P, WILLIS.* 

Tue “ Pencillings by the Way,” published by Mr N. 
P. Willis, a few years ago, originally, we believe, in 
the New York Mirror, and afterwards in a hand- 
some London-made book of three volumes, was one 
of those productions which many rail at, but all 
read. The accounts which the author gave of his 
residence in private houses, and his conversations with 
eminent persons, were exclaimed against, and justly so 
as we think, as constituting a very grave breach of pro- 
priety ; but, nevertheless, the liveliness of the author's 
style, the truth and force of his descriptions, and 
the interest generally felt in the persons whose 
conversations he reported, made his book one of 
the most amusing which have been published for 
many years. Mr Willis has again more recently 
crossed the Atlantic, and resided for some time 
amongst us ; and as his pen is an active one, we have 
the result which was to have been expected in a pro- 
duction, of which the title has been described above. 
Were we disposed to dwell upon the analogies be- 
tween time and space, we should compare the ocean 
that divides England from America to the centuries 
that separate generations. An American’s account of 
the mother country appears like the judgment of pos- 
terity, and an Englishman’s description of the United 
States seems like glimpses at our great-grandchildren. 
In both cases “distance lends enchantment to the 
view,” and curiosity checks the spirit of criticism. 
The Pencillings by the Way, in spite of all draw- 
backs, were useful in letting us “see ourselves as 
others see us ;” and the Loiterings of Travel are chiefly 
valuable for setting before us objects so familiar, that 
they escape our own observation. How true is the 
picture of that great London thoroughfare, the 
Strand :— 

“ You would think London Strand the main of 
the world. I suppose there is no thoroughfare on the 
of the earth where the stream of human life runs with a 
tide so overwhelming. In any other street in the world 
you catch the eye of the passer-by. In the Strand,,no 
man sees another, except as a solid body, whose contact 
is to be avoided. You are safe nowhere on the pave- 
ment, without the vigilance of your senses. Omnibuses 
and cabs, drays, carriages, wheelbarrows and porters, 
beset the street. Newspaper-hawkers, pickpockets, shop- 
boys, coal-heavers, and a perpetual and selfish crowd, 
dispute the side-walk. If you venture to look at a print 
in a shop-window, you arrest the tide of passengers, who 
immediately walk over you; and if you stop to speak 
with a friend, who by chance has run his nose against 
yours, rather than another man’s, you impede the way, 
and are made to understand it by the force of jostling, 
If you would get into an omnibus, you are quarrelled for 
by half-a-dozen who catch your eye at once; and after 
using all your physical strength, and most of your dis- 
crimination, you are most probably embarked in the 
wrong one, and are going at ten miles the hour to Black- 
wall). when you are bound to Islington.” 

As a contrast to this most crowded of crowded 
streets, let us turn to the quictude of Cranbourne 
Alley. 

“1 like Cranbourne Alley, because it reminds one of 
Venice. The half daylight between the high and over- 
hanging roofs, the just audible hum of voices and occu; 
tion from the different shops, the shuffling of hasty 
over the smooth flags, and particularly the absence of 
horses and wheels, make it (in all but the damp air and 
the softer speech) a fair resemblance to those close pas- 
sages in the rear of the canals between St Mark’s and 
the Rialto, Then I like studying a pawnbroker’s win- 
dow, and I like ferreting in the old book-stalls that 
abound here, It is a good Laon in humility to an author 
to see what he can be bought for in Cranbourne Alley.+ 
Some ‘gentle reader’ who has paid a guinea and a half 
for you, has resold you for two-and-sixpence. For threo 
shillings you may have the three volumes ‘as good as 
new,’ the shopman showing, by his —s that he is 
pleased to be rid of them on these terms. If you would 
console yourself, however, buy Milton for, one-and-six- 
pence, and credit your vanity with the eig F] 
the remainder.” 

The sight-seers of a bygone age, that is to say, the 
visitors to London, for the denizens of the metropolis 


~ 


* London, Longman and Company. 
+ (This is a mistake ; there are neither book-stalls nor pawn- 


brokers in Cranbourne Alley, though there are several in the 
neighbourhood. } 
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The evening = = its close, warm | 

kind-hearted Pepile, who have no ungenerous faults, 
crowded round John and his wife. They brought them 
share of their provisions—-invited them to enter their | ; 
dwellings---endeavoured to reason with John, who re- iJ 

| 

| — 
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are in nine cases out of ten unconscious of the won- 
ders by which they are surrounded, always included 
Bedlam in the list of places which they deemed it 
necessary to visit. Every reader must recollect the 
exquisite picture of that abode of misery given by our 
own Mackenzie in the Man of Feeling. It is curious 
to compare it with Willis’s description of the present 
inmates. 


“On the end of a bench in one of the courts, quite 
apart from the other patients, sat the youth who came 
up two hundred miles from the country to marry the 

meen! You will remember the story of his forcing 
himself into Buckingham Palace. He was a stout sandy- 
haired sad-looking young man, of perhaps twenty-four ; 
and with his arms crossed, and his eyes on the ground, 
he sat like a statue, never moving even an eyelash while 
we were there. There was a very gentleman-like man 
working at the water-wheel, or rather walking round 
with his hand on the bar in a gait that would have suited 
the most finished exquisite of a drawing-room---Mr Davis, 
who shot (I think) at Lord Londonderry. Then, in an 
upper room, we saw the Captain Brown who shook his 
fist in the queen’s face when she went to the city, really 
a most officer-like and handsome fellow ; and, in the next 
room, poor old Hatfield, who shot at George III., and has 
been in Bedlam forty years---quite sane! He was a gal- 
lant dragoon, and his face is seamed with scars got in 
battle before his crime. He employs himself with writ- 
ing poetry on the death of his birds and cats, whom he 
has outlived in prison---all the society he has had in this 
long and weary imprisonment. He received us v 
courteously, and called our attention to his favourite 
canary, showed us his poetry, and all with a sad, mild, 
subdued resignation, that quite moved me. In the female 
wards I saw nothing very striking except one very noble- 
Jooking woman, who was standing at her grated window 
entirely absorbed in reading her Bible. Her face ex- 

somel the most heart-rending melancholy I had ever 
witnessed. She had been for years under the terrible 
belief that she had committed the ‘ unpardonable sin,’ 
and though quiet all the day, her agony at night becomes 
terrible. What a comment on a much practised mode 
of preaching the mild and forgiving religion of our Saviour! 

As I was leaving one of the wards, a young woman of 
nineteen or twenty came up to me with a very polite 
curtsey, and said, ‘ Will you be so kind as to have me 
released from this dreadful place? ‘I am afraid I can- 
not,’ said I. ‘Then,’ she replied, laying her hand on my 
arm with a most appealing earnestness, * perhaps you 
will on Monday; you know I’ve nothing to pack.’ The 
matron here interposed, and led her away, but she kept 
her eye on us until the door closed. She was confined 
there for the murder of her child.” 


These specimens will suffice te show the nature of the 
facts which the Loiterer has recorded in his Travels ; 
* he has however interspersed them with many poetic 
fictions, which, however beautiful, are less interesting 
than the realities which English life presents to the 
observation of an intelligent foreigner. We would 
gladly exchange the poetry and romance of the three 
volumes for another such picture as that of the Indian 
Chiefs at the Washington Theatre, and their subse- 
quent interview with Mr Tyrone Power, a portion 
of which we shall extract for the amusement of our 
readers. 

“ The ‘ dress circle’ of the theatre at Power's benefit 
not long since, was graced by three Indians, in full cos- 
tume—the chief of the Foxes, the chief of the Toways, 
and a celebrated warrior of the latter tribe, called the 
Sioux-killer. The Fox is an old man of apparently fifty, 
with a heavy aquiline nose, a treacherous eye sharp as 
an eagle's, and a person rather small in proportion to his 
head and features. He was dressed in a bright scarlet 
blanket, and a crown of feathers, with an eagle's plume, 
standing erect on the top of his head, all dyed in the 
same deep hue. His face was painted to match, except 
his lips, which looked of a most ghastly sallow in con- 
trast with his fiery nose, forehead, and cheeks. His 
tomahawk lay in the hollow of his arm, decked with 
feathers of the same brilliant colour with the rest of his 

Next him sat the Sioux-killer, in a dingy 
blanket, with a crown made of a quantity of the feathers 
of a pea-hen, which fell over his face and concealed his 
features almost entirely. He is very small, but is famous 
for his personal feats, having among other things walked 
one hundred and thirty miles in thirty successive hours, 
and killed three Sioux (hence his name) in one battle 
with that nation. He is but twenty-three, but very com- 
pact and bey tar and his eye glowed through his 
veil of hen feathers like a coal of fire. Next to the 
* Sioux-killer’ sat ‘ White Cloud,’ the chief of the Toways; 
his face was the least warlike of the three, and expressed 
a good nature and freedom from guile very remarkable 
in an Indian. He is about twenty-four, has very large 
features, and a fine erect with broad shoulders 
and chest. He was painted less than the Fox chief, but 
of nearly the same colour, and carried in the hollow of 
his arm a small glittering tomahawk, ornamented with 
blue feathers. His head was encircled with a sort of 
turban of silver fringed-cloth, with some metallic - 
dants for ear-rings, and his blanket, not particularly Fl 
or handsome, was partly open on the breast, and dis- 
closed a calico shirt, which was probably sold to him by 
a trader in the west. They were all very attentive to 
the play, but the Fox chief and White Cloud departed 
from the traditi dignity of Indians, and laughed a 

deal at some of Power's fun. The Sioux-killer sat 

ween them as motionless and grim as a marble knight 

on a tombstone. The next day I had the pleasure of 
dining with Mr Power, who lived at the same hotel with 
the Indian delegation ; and while at dinner, he received 
a message from the Toways, expressing a wish to call on 


him. We were sitting over our wine when White Cloud 
and the Sioux-killer came in with their interpreter. 
There were several gentlemen present, one of them in the 
naval undress uniform, whose face the Sioux-killer scru- 
tinised very sharply. They smiled in bowing to Power, 
but made very grave inclinations to the rest of us. The 
chief took his seat, assuming a very erect and dignified 
attitude, which he proce immoveable during the in- 
terview ; but the Sioux-killer drew up his legs, restin 

them on the round of his chair, and with his head an 

body bent forward, seemed to forget himself and give his 
undivided attention to the study of Power and his friend. 

Tumblers of champagne were given them, which they 
drank with great relish, though the Sioux-killer provoked 
a little ridicule from White Cloud by coughing as he 
swallowed it. The interpreter was a half breed, between 
an Indian and a negro, and a most intelligent fellow. He 
had been reared in the Toway tribe, but had been among 
the whites a great deal for the last five years, and had 
picked up English very fairly. He told us that White 
Cloud was the son of old White Cloud, who died three 
years since, and that the young chief had acquired entire 
command over the tribe by his mildness and dignity. 
He had paid the debts of the Toways to the traders, very 
much against the will of the tribe; but he commenced 
by declaring firmly, that he would be just, and had car- 
ried his point. He had come to Washington to receive 
a great deal of money from the sale of the lands of the 
tribe, and the distribution of it lay entirely in his own 
power. Only one old warrior had ventured to rise in 
council, and object to his measures ; but when White 
Cloud spoke, he had dropped his head on his bosom, and 
submitted. This information, and that which followed, 
was given in English, of which neither of the Toways 
understood a word. Mr Power ex a surprise that 
the Sioux-killer should have known him in his citizen’s 
dress. The in reter translated, and the Indian said 
in answer, * The dress is very different ; but when I see 
a man’s eye, I know him again.’ 

He then told Power that he wished in the theatre to 
raise his war-cry, and help him to fight the three bad- 
looking men who were his enemies (referring to the three 
bailiffs in a seene in Paddy Carey).” 


RIENZI, THE TRIBUNE. 
In one of the meanest districts of the city of Rome, a 
quarter inhabited only by humble mechanics and 
Jews, was born, in the early years of the fourteenth 
century, Nicholas Rienzi Gabrini, commonly called 
Cola di Rienzi, the last of the tribunes, or popular 
magistrates, of Rome. He was the son of an innkeeper 
and a washerwoman ; and in those days, when all the 
avenues to power and distinction were exclusively 
occupied by the families of the great, it might have 
been anticipated that young Rienzi would have passed 
his life in the obscure and lowly sphere which had 
witnessed his birth. But his parents, either in conse- 
quence of some early promise in the boy, or through 
some accidental cause, were induced to bestow on him, 
at the cost of great privations to themselves, the rare 
gift of a liberal education; and nature had endowed 
him with the talents necessary to turn his opportunities 
to advantage. The writings of the ancient historians 
and orators of his country formed the favourite study 
of his youth, and in her magnificent monumental re- 
mains he saw emblems of her past glory that fired his 
fancy and nursed in his breast the spark of patriotism. 

But the Rome of Rienzi’s early day was sadly diffe- 
rent from the Rome of elder times. It had long lost 
the political empire of the world; and even the pon- 
tifical power, which had in some measure compen- 
sated the loss of imperial rule, had been reft from 
the city, the Popes having transferred their court 
and government to Avignon. Rome could only boast, 
at this era, of a delegated head, an apostolic vicar 
or viceroy, in whose hands was lodged the osten- 
sible dominion of the city. But the nobles were its 
true governors; the great families of Colonna, Ursini, 
and afew others, held the whole authority, virtually, 
in their hands. Grossly they abused their power, sub- 
jecting the citizens to the cruellest oppression and 
tyranny, outraging systematically the honour of their 
families, and corrupting at will the course of justice. 
Such was the condition of Rome in the early years of 
the fourteenth century. 

Young Rienzi saw and deeply deplored the evils of 
his country. A disinterested desire to relieve it from 
its oppressors sprang up in his breast, and he began in 
a remarkable manner to pave the way for the accom- 
plishment of that great end. At accidental meetings 
of the people, whether in large or small bodies, he 
allowed his voice to be heard, and took every occasion 
to recall to the remembrance of his hearers the glories 
of their ancestry. Alluding to them, he would cry, 
“Where are now those Romans? their virtue, their 
justice, their power? oh! why was I not born in those 
happy times?” Being a fluent and energetic speaker, 
Rienzi speedily became a favourite with the populace, 
and his addresses to them in the streéts grew more and 
more frequent. Daily he would assemble bands of them 
around him, and, pointing their attention to the lions, 


serpents, and other emblematical figures abounding in 
every part of the city, he would draw comparisons, in 
an allegorical but not very ambiguous style, between 
the glorious times which witnessed the erection of 
these monuments, and the degraded period in which 
he and his hearers were condemned to live. Growing 
bolder day by day, he ventured upon open denuncia- 
tions of the tyranny of the nobles, and inflamed the 
passions of his audiences by dwelling on the bitter 
subject of their wrongs. Strange to say, the nobles 
were blinded enough to be totally insensible to the 
serious and dangerous tendency of Rienzi’s proceed- 
ings. Every thing “plebeian” was so utterly despised 
by them, that many of them actually came in person 
to listen to his political lectures, looking upon him 
much in the same light as they did Punchinello, or 
the common buffoons of the carnival. It is even said 
that Rienzi, taking a lesson from the elder Brutus, 
who feigned madness till the hour came for the deli- 
verance of his country, condescended to enter the 
Colonna palace by invitation, to amuse the company 
with his threats and predictions. The abject state of 
slavery to which the nobles had reduced the people, 
could not be more glaringly shown than by such a 
circumstance as this. 

When an embassy was sent from Rome to the 
papal court of Avignon, Rienzi had acquired influence 
enough over the people to be appointed one of the 
thirteen deputies representing the order of the com- 
mons. At Avignon, he attracted notice by his bold 
and ready oratory, and there he also met a congenial 
spirit in the poet Petrarch. On returning to Rome, 
Rienzi continued his former practices, but the pressure 
of poverty for a time chilled his aspiring hopes, and he 
was absolutely reduced to seek the charity of an hos- 
pital. With the appointment of apostolic notary, 
which yielded him a fair income, his spirit revived, 
and he recommenced his daring addresses to the 
people. Still the nobles remained in supine blindness, 
allowing the orator to ripen the minds of the people 
for any outbreak. An accident brought on the crisis. 
Rienzi’s brother was assassinated, and the survivor 
loudly demanded vengeance. But the murderer was 
protected by the Colonna influence, and Rienzi found 
his appeals fruitless. From this hour he was resolute 
in his design of immediately overturning the power 
of the nobles. It was in the middle of May 1347 that 
he entered on the first step towards the completion of 
his object, by assembling on Mount Aventine, at mid- 
night, a body of one hundred citizens favourable to 
his purpose. “Friends and fellow-citizens,” said 
Rienzi, “the blood of my slaughtered brother cries 
for vengeance, and would justify a severe retaliation ; 
but it is your wish and mine to procure the inestimable 
blessings of liberty without involving our country in 
bloodshed and confusion. The accomplishment of 
your wishes, the establishment of the good estate (the 
speaker’s favourite phrase), is rapidly advancing, if 
you have only fortitude and forbearance enough to 
exert the power you possess with spirit, perseverance, 
and moderation. The strength of our oppressors is 
imaginary ; they are without union, without virtue, 
without resources.” Rienzi ended his harangue by 
announcing his intention of immediately assembling 
the people, unarmed, by proclamation, and recom- 
mended to his hearers so to demean themselves as “to 
prove to the world that a few precious drops of Ro- 
man blood were still circulating in their veins.” 

Next day, accordingly, a proclamation was made 
over the whole city, by sound of trumpet, calling on 
all the people to assemble before the church of St 
Angelo on the following evening, to provide for the 
“restoration of the good estate.” The nobles still re- 
mained inactive, and seemed totally ignorant of the 
real character of Rienzi’s movements. This supposi- 
tion is the circumstance of the Pope’s 
vicar, the Bishop of Orvieto, consenting to be present 
at the proposed assembly before the church of St An- 
gelo. Daring the whole of the night preceding that 
meeting, Rienzi and his friends were occupied in the 
celebration of masses, in order to propitiate Heaven in 
favour of their enterprise. When the appointed hour 
came, an immense crowd had assembled. Not only 
the whole space before the church, but the windows 
and roofs of the adjoining houses, and every place 
which commanded a view of the spot, were covered 
with spectators, whose numbers it would be difficult 
to calculate or tell. After a sufficient time had ela 
to stimulate the curiosity of the people to the hi 

itch, the doors of the church were thrown open, and 
ienzi, bare-headed, and dressed in complete armour, 
wow himself to the crowd, having on his right 
nd the papal vicar, and behind him the principal 
conspirators. Four silken banners followed next, 
carried by men attired in purple and gold. On these 
banners were emblazoned allegorical figures of Justice, 


Liberty, and Peace. A procession, accompanied by 
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martial music, now commenced, the whole assembled 
multitude following in the wake. Being gifted by 
nature with a tall and handsome person, Rienzi played 
his part nobly and dignifiedly in the pageant, and the 
admiring populace, ignorant of what was to be done, 
yet hopeful of good, sent up loud and lengthened shouts 
of applause. reaching the Capitol, Rienzi ascen- 
ded a lofty balcony, from which he addressed the 
people. Assuming that they were fully masters of the 
city, he congratulated them on the bloodless victory 
they had gained. Charmed by his noble appearance 
and his captivating eloquence, the people raised a 
shout, exclaiming with one accord, “ Ri shall be 


eanwhile, the nobles looked on in stupor, yet un- 
conscious whether they were in danger or not. Stephen 
Colonna brought the matter to a decision. Absent 
from Rome at the time of this great meeting, he 
hastened to the city on hearing of it, and when 
Rienzi sent a messenger to the Colonna palace, its 
master declared that at his leisure he would cast the 
mad notary from the windows of the Capitel. On 
receiving this message, Rienzi rang the great bell, 


and gave the alarm. <A great crowd of citizens rushed | 


to the Colonna e, and its haughty lord was com-: 
led to fly with precipitation to his country castle of: 
Palacstrina A general order was issued, commandin, 
all the nobles to follow his example, and they, stunn 
by the unanimity of this movement, obeyed with haste 
and in silence. 

The author of this remarkable revolution, which 
freed the Roman citizens at one blow from the pre- 
sence of all their oppressors, would not assume the 
title which, in the warmth of their gratitude, the 
people would have freely accorded to him. He declared 
that he would not bear an appellation which a Tarquin 
and a Nero had di After a time, however, 
seeing the necessity of having his authority sanctioned 
in some regular form, he consented to take the title of 
tribune, which in ancient days indicated a ian 
of popular privileges. But the power of Rienzi 
was really that of a dictator, and it is admitted b 
all historians, that he at the outset wielded it ad- 
mirably. He introduced new and excellent laws, 
reformed the finances, extinguished sanctuaries and 
such-like privileges, and, in short, established an en- 
tirely novel order of things. “ A den of robbers (says 
one historian) was converted to the discipline of a 
camp or a convent ; patient to hear, swift to redress, 
inexorable to punish, his tribunal was always accessible 
to the poor and the stranger.” Another historian 
declares that “in this time the woods began to rejoice 
that they were no longer infested with robbers ; the 
oxen to plough ; the roads and inns were re- 

lenished with travellers; trade, plenty, and good 

ith, were restored in the markets ; and a purse of 
gold might be exposed without danger in the midst of 
the highway.” 

Rienzi behaved generously, ape not wisely, to- 
wards the banished 1 e recalled 
to the city, exacting only from them an oath of aile- 

iance to the new government and to the church, 
which he had judiciously taken pains to identify with 
his own cause. ‘The haughty nobles felt deeply their 
humiliation, yet fear constrained them into obedience. 
A simple Roman citizen of the period, speakin, 4 of 
their condition and feelings, says, “ Bareheaded, their 
hands crossed on their breast, they stood in presence 
of the tribune with downcast looks ; and they trembled, 
good heavens ! how they trembled !” These and other 
triumphs rendered the head of Rienzi giddy. At no 
time was he distinguished for cool reason and self- 
command, and ere he had been elevated a month or 
two, he grew ridiculous for pride and ostentation. 
His acts and decrees were headed, “ Nicholas, severe 
and merciful ; deliverer of Rome ; defender of Italy ; 
friend of mankind, and of liberty, peace, and justice ; 
tribune august !” On public occasions, he clothed 
himself in a i-coloured robe of velvet, lined with 
fur, and embroidered with gold. In his hand he 
carried a sceptre of shining steel, crowned with a globe 
and cross of gold. In processions he rode on a pure 
white horse, the emblem of royalty ; the great banner 
of the republic was held above his head ; fifty halber- 
diers and a troop of horse attended him ; his trumpets 
and tymbals were of massive silver ; and at every step 
of his march handfuls of gol and silver were scattered 
among the people. His love of Romp, however, was 
carried to still greater lengths. He caused himself to 
be created a Knight of the Order of the Holy Ghost, 
under circumstances of splendour unequalled since the 
days of the empire. On another occasion he had him- 
self crowned with seven crowns of different metals 
and leaves, representing the seven gifts of the Holy 
Spirit. The cane to which his reason was affected 
by his elevation, may be conceived by his having the 
folly to summon before him the two rival emperors of 
Germany, and Pope Clement, “commanding” the 
latter, at the same time, to “ reside in his diocese of 
Rome.” Unsheathing his maiden sword, also, on the 
occasion of his knighthood, he “ thrice brandished it to 
the three parts of the world, and thrice repeated the 
extravagant declaration, ‘ And this, too, is mine !’” 

All this from the man who, but a few years before, 
was known to every one to have had but one garment 
in the world, and to have begged for bread at the gate 
of a house of charity, was most vexatious, even to his 
firmest supporters ang the people. To the barons 
it was intolerable, and, forgetting their private feuds, 
the houses of Colonna, Ursini, and others, conspired 


to effect the overthrow of the tribune. He obtained 
information of the plot, and, inviting the heads of it 
to a banquet, he seized them all and threw them into 
ison. But he either wished merely to show them 
is power, or dared not carry his first stern intent into 
execution ; for, after detaining them for a night in 
mortal fear, and ring every thing for their ext- 
cution, he cahhealg 4 his tone, and became the 
supplicant for their lives with the council of the people, 
pledging himself for their obedience and submission 
thenceforward. Of course, at his word, the barons 
were liberated, but they were not the men to pardon 
the deadiy alarm into which they had been thrown. 
Within a few weeks they fled simultaneously to their 
country estates, raised their vassals, and marched 
against Rome. The great bell of the Capitol sounded 
the alarm, and Rienzi had still influence enough to 
rouse the citizens to resistance. A battle took place 
within the walls, and the barons were routed. ven 
of the house of Colonna fell on that occasion, and the 
triumphant tribune, who had shown but little military 
rowess, was inhuman enough to refuse them the 
onours of burial. ‘The maidens of the family at 
length interred the bodies of their kinsmen, and their 
tears, together with the latent respect of the people 
for that ancient house, stirred up a more general feel- 
ing of bitterness against the tribune. 
ienzi did not re enjoy his success over the nobles. 
The pope, disgusted, like others, by his arrogance, 
and irritated by the treatment shown to one of his 
legates, fulminated a bull of excommunication against 
him, and soon after Count Pepin de Minorbino intro- 
duced himself into Rome with one hundred and fifty 
soldiers, and took ion of it with the greatest 
ease. It is true that Rienzi, as usual, tolled the great 
bell of the Capitol for hours together, but no man rose 
to aid him, and, without a blow being struck, he fell 
into the hands of Count Pepin. ‘lhe tribune showed, 
it is said, great pusillanimity,and abdicated the govern- 
ment, weeping over the ey of his countrymen. 
He was thrown into the Castle of St Angelo, and was 
soon as much forgotten, seemingly, as if his short reign 
of a few months never taken place. 

Count Pepin restored the authority of the aristo- 
eracy and the church, conciliating the people, however, 
at the same time, by the election of a new civic tribune 
with a degree of nominal power. Things speedily 
returned to their former condition. The nobles re- 
sumed their cruel tyranny over the people, and rob- 
beries and assassinations became again frequent, or 
rather incessant, on Roman ground. For seven 

ears matters remained thus, and the wearied people 
Co to think with regret of the energetic rule of 
Rienzi, and to remember nothing of him but his vir- 
tues. Meanwhile, what had become of the fallen 
tribune? After a month’s durance in St Angelo, he 
had made his escape in the guise of a monk, and wan- 
dered through various cities of Germany, Italy, and 
other countries, endeavouring to gain the friendship 
of various princes and potentates. At length he 
boldly presented himself at the court of the emperor 
Charles I'V., and was sent by that monarch to Avig- 
non, in the condition of a captive. Pope Clement 
kept him in prison, but on the succession of Pope Inno- 
cent, new hopes dawned on the deposed tribune. La- 
menting the troublous and disordered state of Rome, 
Innocent was advised to send Rienzi thither, as bein 
the only man who could restore peace to the distu 
city of St Peter. Rienzi, it may be believed, joyfully 
accepted the charge. After swearing allegiance to 
the power, he set out for the scene of his glories, 
his follies, and his fall. 

The re-entrance of the senator Rienzi, as he was 
now styled, into Rome, was a scene of triumph and 
rejoicing. For a time afterwards, hopes were enter- 
tained that he would be a blessing to the city ; but 
these hopes proved fallacious. His own character, we 
are info » had undergone a serious change for the 


worse during his exile. He had become intemperate, | R® 


suspicious, and cruel, and his once fine face and person 
now presented a bloated swollen appearance, indicating 
the — of his living. He was now, besides, but 
a de —_ servant of the Pope—scarcely a trusted 
one. The barons were all more inimical to him than 
ever ; and hence it was, that Rienzi’s new reign was a 
continued scene of tumult during the four months that 
it lasted. At the end of that time, a disturbance, 
fomented by the nobles, broke out, and an angry mul- 
titude besieged the Capitol, where Rienzi had taken 
up his abode. ‘The senator was deserted by his guards ; 
yet, in that last hour, he made a vigorous effort to 
regain his authority. With the banner of liberty in 
his hand, he presented himself on the balcony to 
address the people. Had they listened to him, the 
charm of his eloquence might still have moved them ; 
but the noise drowned his voice, and stones and arrows 
were directed at his person, and on being struck in 
the hand, he retired weeping. It was evening ere the 
rioters forced their way into the building, where they 
seized their former idol as he attempted to escape in 
disguise. They dragged him into the street, and for 
one whole hour he stood in the midst of them, " 
silent, and motionless. There was still a nobility in 
his aspect which restrained the mob from injuring 
him. But one individual finally struck him with a 
dagger, and the charm seemed loan A thousand 
blows followed, the ynost of them borne by a lifeless 


corpse. 
Thus fell Rienzi the tribune, a man of extraordi- 
nary endowments and extraordinary fate. Had he 


been able to endure prosperity, he might have left 
behind him one of the most glorious names in his- 
tory. Petrarch, the poet, was his friend, and has 
expressed high admiration of his character and abi- 
lities, as they were developed in his early career. 


PHYSICAL AGENTS AFFECTING MAN. 
THE ATMOSPHERE OF CITIES. 

IN the arrangement of the system of the universe, the 
human being has been obviously left, to a great extent, 
the creature of circumstances ; or, in other words, has 
been placed under the domination of certain general 
laws, the operation of which may be so far modified by 
circumstances, as to render him more or less comfort- 
able and happy in his earthly position. An inealeu- 
lable amount of evil has resulted in past times from 
the prevalence of an opposite opinion. ‘That species 
of piety, which induces man to sit down and fold his 
hands under the visitation of disease and other varie- 
ties of suffering, in the belief that he is thus showing 
a laudable resignation to the will of heaven, is at once 
disparaging to the character of the divine being, and 
at variance with the principles deducible from an 
observation of his laws, their mode of working, and 
their consequences. ‘The race of man have been sub- 
jected to few evils for which a remedy, partial or 
complete, has not been provided ; and nothing can 
more perfectly display the benevolence of the Creator, 
than the fact that such is the case. The world is at 
last becoming sensible of this great truth. Disease, 
and other physical evils, are now traced to their true 
source—the neglect, namely, or violation of the gene- 
ral laws under which man has been placed. This 
subject well deserves the most minute attention that 
can be paid to it; and as we have now before us 
various documents exhibiting the results of practical 
investigations made into it in Great Britain, some 
space may be devoted to the consideration of the ques- 
tion in detail, although we have already noticed cer- 
tain branches of it in a detached manner. 

Air and food are the supporters of man’s existence, 
and it is plain that a proper supply of these, as regards 
quality and quantity, is the great desideratum for the 
maintenance of his physical well-being. ‘The air we 
breathe is liable to be affected by causes of two kinds, 
those which affect its quality, and those which affect 
its temperature. In both these respects the atmo- 
sphere may be so deteriorated, as to be rendered inju- 
rious to human health and life, and this is especially 
the case when both influences operate at once, as the 
too often do. The aggregation of a multitude of hu- 
man beings in one spot, is, of all others, the most 
common cause by which the healthful properties of 
the air are impaired or destroyed. ‘The establishment 
of this fact, the examination of the mode in which the 
noxious influences are exerted, as well as the conside- 
ration of the applicability of ettective remedies, demand 
the first place in a discussion of this kind. It seems 
impossible, even if it were acknowledged to be proper, 
to prevent mankind from associating in one spot in 
great numbers; and, therefore, the manner in which 
they can do this with the greatest safety, or rather 
with least detriment to themselves, becomes a matter 
of the deepest importance. 

In the First Annual Report of the Registrar-General 
of births, deaths, and marriages, an appendix appears, 
containing accurate statements of the mentally of 
great towns, when compared with that of country 
districts. Mr Farr, the able preparer of these state- 
ments, drew his calculations from thirty-two metro- 
litan unions, and twenty-four of the it towns 
m England, including Manchester, Liverpool, Bir- 
mingham, &c.; while on the other side he placed the 
counties of Cornwall, Devon, and others, containing 
nearly an equal amount of population. The deaths 
in six months from twelve principal classes of diseases, 
are contrasted in the following table :— 


Tn London and 24 In rural dis- 
other towns, con- _tricts, contain- 
taining a popula~ inga population 
tion of 3,553,000, of 3,500,000. 
Epidemic, endemic, and 
contagious diseases, 12,766 - 6,045 
Sporadic Diseases. 
Of the nervous system, - 7,705 - 3,607 
— respiratory organs, - 12,619 7 
— organs of circulation, - 
— digestive organs, 3,476 
— urinary organs, - 219 - 161 
— organsofgeneration, - 46 
— organs of locomotion, - 
— integumentary system 62 55 
Of uncertain seat, - 4,306 3,730 
Violent deaths, - - 1,370 - 92 
Not specified, - - 1,104 - 1,657 
Total, - 47,953 29,693 
This table completely establishes the general fact of 


the increased mortality in large communities ; and 
when the matter is still more closely inquired into, 
the immense share which the atmosphere has in caus- 
ing this augmentation appears with equal clearness. 
The classes of disease upon which the difference be- 


tween the mortality of towns and country districts 
chiefly hinges, are precisely those in which the air is 


| 
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most influential. In the first three classes of disease, 
for example, marked in the preceding table, the mor- 
tality is shown to have been doubled by the concen- 
tration of the population in cities, and increase is 
not much less as respects the diseases of the lungs. 
The deaths from consumption and typhus, diseases 


that appear to have a peculiar ndence on atmo- 
spheric influences, are stated by Mr Farr to have 
been increased in towns in the respective ratios of 39 
and 221 per cent. 


On the whole, the results of his observations have 
led Mr Farr broadly to assert that the “source of the 
ne mortality is in the insalubrity of the atmo- 
sphere.” Other causes certainly aid, however, in no 
ineonsiderable degree, in bringing about this general 
result. But if we think for a moment of the usual 
effects produced by a dense population on the atmo- 
sphere, we shall find strong cause to coincide with the 

inion above expressed. Every human being expires 

ut 666 cubic feet of air daily, and the gas so ex- 
pired, if it were collected in a reservoir, would destroy 
any animal compelled to inhale it, man himself among 
the number. Every one will remember the horrible 
illustration of this truth, afforded by the Black Hole 
catastrophe at Calcutta, where, out of one hundred and 
Jorty-sia human beings shut up at night in a single 
close room, only twenty-three came out next morning 
alive. persons perished from being made to 
breathe the same air over and over again. ‘This single 
cause, then, it is obvious, is in itself — of pro- 

ing the most deleterious results. hen we add 
to this the effluvia arising from putrifying substances, 
animal and vegetable ; the emanations from streets, 
stanks, and sewers ; the products of combustion, and 
the smoke of fires, both of which are in themselves 
poisonous ; with all the thousand noxious exhala- 
tions which man’s habits and ions assemble 
around him ; we shall find city air, in its unmitigated 
impurity, to be a thing which _ might well fly from 
with terror and dismay. In the open country, all 
exhalations of this destructive nature speedily mix with 
the currents of the atmosphere, and are diffused so as 
to be perfectly harmless. But instead of one inhabi- 
tant to the square mile, which is about the density of 
the population in the plains of Asia, “locate (says 
the Report already quoted) 200,000 individuals upon a 
square mile, as soldiers in a camp, and the poison will 
be concentrated 200,000 fold ; intersect the space in 
every direction by 10,000 high walls, which overhang 
the narrow streets, shut out the sunlight, and inter- 
cept the movements of the atmosphere ; let the 
rejected vegetables, the offal of slaughtered animals, 
the filth produced in every way, decay in the houses 
and courts, or stagnate in the wet streets ; bury the 
dead in the midst of the living ; and the atmosphere 
will be an active poison, which will destroy, as it did 
in London formerly, and as it does in Constantinople 
now, 5 [and a fractional part] per cent. of the ro 
bitants annually, and generate, when the temperature 
is high, recurring plagues, in which a fourth part of 
the entire population will perish.” 

But notwithstanding this formidable array of 
anti-salubrious agencies, to which a city atmosphere is 
exposed, observation and experience give us the com- 
forting assurance, that health will be little more im- 
paired upon one than upon a hundred square miles, if 
proper means (and these means are at command) be 
employed for supplying the two hundred thousand 
dwellers thereon with pure air, and for removing the 
principal sources of poisonous exhalations. To a cer- 
tain extent, this is done in almost every great city. 
Those parts of them, at least, which are of modern 
construction, enjoy many provisions, pointed out by 
experience, which obviate the tendency to insalubrity 
in the atmosphere ; and the beneficial consequences of 
these provisions appear most strikingly, when the state 

- of health in these quarters is compared with that in 
the old districts, where the wide streets, the free house- 
hold ventilation, the plenteous supply of water, and 
the well-constructed sewers, that form the essential 
sources of advantage in the modern divisions, unfor- 
tunately do not exist. The mean annual mortality, 
im » variety of the districts of London, is stated as 


ANNUAL DEATHS AMONG 1000 FEMALES IN 


Whitechapel, - - Kensington, - 2 
Shorediteh, - - + St Pancras, 7 20 
Bermondsey, - - London City, - 
St George, Southwark, 27 Hackney, - - 18 
Strand, - - - 25 St George, Hanover 
Stepney, ‘os Square, - 173 


It is to be observed here, that some of the new 
suburban districts are not less unhealthy than the 
closest old ones. ‘This has been clearly traced to the 
undrained marshes and other similar nuisances to 
which the comparative paucity of inhabitants exposes 
the suburbs. But in every case, it may safely be 
averred, the mortality is in exact proportion to the 
condition of the district as re ventilation and 

‘ cleanliness. We have before us, for example, Dr 
Southwood Smith’s report on Whitechapel, a region 
fatally prominent in the pry table. Deserib- 
ing parts of this district, he uses the following lan- 
guage :—“In Baker’s alley the houses are dark, gloomy, 
and extremely filthy. Between the wall and the 
houses there is a gutter, in which is always present a 

ity of stagnant fluid full of all sorts of putrify- 
the effluvia from which are most oltensive, 
and the sense of closeness extreme.” In this same 
alley the interior arrangements of the houses are so 


defective, that “ the stench is abominable” and inces- 
sant. Here “ the fever (a recent complaint) was ex- 
tremely mortal, and raged in almost every house.” 
Of other parts of Whitechapel, Dr S. Smith gives a 
similar account. “In Johnson’s-c there is no 
drainage of any kind, a great accumulation of filth, 
and the sense of closeness is stifling.” Here a cess- 
pool overflowed recently, and was leftunheeded. “In 
the house nert the cess-pool a malignant fever broke 
out after this, and extended to almost every house in 
the courts.” The whole district of Whitechapel, in 
truth, was in a very bad condition, and, in consequence, 
“ fever raged dreadfully in the whole of this district, 
six persons of a family being frequently ill together, 
all in one room, and four in one bed.” 

At the present moment, it is our wish simply to 
exhibit the consequences of local insalubrity in the 
atmosphere, without referring to the concurring in- 
fluence of other causes, such as personal and moral 
habits, &e., which will be alluded to in another place. 
From an accurate examination of all the districts of 
London, Drs Arnot and Kay found disease to be gene- 
rated and fostered by the subjoined circumstances, all 
of them of the kind now under consideration. 1. Im- 
perfection or want of sewers and drains in the parish 
or district. 2. The existence of uncovered or stagnant 
drains or ditches, containing vegetable and animal 
matter in a state of decomposition. 3. Open stagnant 
pools of water rendered putrid by the admixture of 
animal or vegetable substances. 4. Undrained marsh- 
land. 5. Accumulations of refuse, either thrown from 
the houses, or otherwise collected in the streets, courts, 
and lanes. 6. Lodgement of filth in large cess-pools 
and privies, in situations where the inhabitants are 
exposed to the exhalations. 7. The situation of slaugh- 
ter-houses in densely peopled districts, among narrow 
streets, and the defective regulation of these establish- 
ments. 8. The state of some of the public burial- 
grounds, in thickly peopled districts. 9. The want of 
ventilation in narrow and close courts inhabited 
by the working-classes. 

In the Fourth and Fifth Annual s of the 
Poor-Law Commissioners, Drs Arnot and Kay, by a 
specific reference to the state of health in the various 
distriets of London, exhibit individually, and in detail, 
the destructive nature of each of the nuisances now 
enumerated. In almost all of them, it will be noticed, 
the cause of the noxiousness is the evaporation of 

trescent animal and vegetable matter. On this = 

r Southwood Smith remarks, that it has now been 
demonstrated, by “ direct experiment,” that, in cer- 
tain situations in which the air is loaded with exhala- 
tions from marshes and stagnant ls, the matter 
they convey is poisonous, and “ consists of animal and 
vegetable substances in a high state of putrescency. 
If a quantity of air in which such exhalations are pre- 
sent ® collected, the vapour may be condensed by 
cold and other agents ; a residue is obtained, which, 
on examination, is found to be putrescent ani- 
mal or vegetable matter. This matter constitutes 
a deadly poison. A minute quantity of it, applied to 
an animal previously in sound health, destroys life, 
with the most intense symptoms of malignant fever. 
If, for example, ten or twelve drops of a fluid con- 
taining this highly putrid matter be inj into the 
jugular vein of a dog, the animal is seized with acute 
fever ; all the ordinary symptoms speedily follow; and 
in a short time the dog is actually seized with the black 
vomit, identical in the nature of the matter evacuated 
with that thrown up by a person labouring under the 
yellow fever (that aeden so fatally prevalent on the 
marshy coasts of a hot clime). varying the in- 
tensity and the dose of the poison thus obtained, it is 
possible to produce fever of almost any type, and 
endowed with almost any degree of mortal power.” 
In marshy, boggy rontons the poison is chiefly of a 

character ; in cities it is principally animal 

in its nature, or contains a mixture of both. In either 
case, were it not for the radiation of caloric from the 
earth which rarifies the lower air and carries it up- 
wards, aided by that force of diffusion, as it has been 
termed, which a benevolent power has bestowed on all 
gaseous bodies, the effects of these putrescent exhala- 
tions would be fatal beyond conception ; as it is, there 
can be no doubt that the varied diseases affecting those 
who breathe the tainted air are merely the result of 
the varied nature and intensity of the poison, aeting 
on different constitutions and under different cireum- 
stances. “ But it would be a most inadequate view of 
the pernicious agency of the poison, if it were sup- 
to be to the di commonly pro- 

uced by its direct — It is a matter of 
constant observation, that, even when not present in 
sufficient intensity to produce fever, this poison, by 
disturbing the function of some organ or set of 
organs, and thereby weakening the general system, 
acts as a powerful isposing cause of some of the 


body is subject.” Diseases of the digestive organs, 
and diseases of the lungs, form a large proportion of 
our annual mortality. As for the latter class of 
ies, it is obvious that vitiated air must farther 
and foster them to an excessive degree ; and “no one 
district, is ever for a single free from some dis- 
ease of the digestive organs.” 

We have now sufficiently established the fact of the 
great mortality arising from the respiration of vitiated 
the nature of the poison ted 

so abundantly in and around large cities. ft 


on its way to the sea. It has been distinctly 


fessional and otherwise, that the dwelli in ‘the 
neighbourhood of these foul stanks are rendered ex- 
tremely unhealthy, low fevers and various other dis- 
eases being the result to the oecupants. Other cases 
might be pointed out, but it would be, we believe, a 
work of supere ion ; and the question with us 
should now be—the evil being admitted—how is it to 
be remedied? Drs Kay Arnot give the follow- 
ing directions upon this important subject, and we 
would press them as strongly as possible on the public 
attention. “The means of removing completely the 
noxious animal and vegetable matters brought to or 
produced in cities, evidently are :— 

1. A perfect system of sufficiently sloping drains or 
sewers, by which, from every house and street, all 
fluid refuse shall quickly depart by the action of gra- 
vitation alone ; the streets, alleys, courts, &c., being 
moreover well paved, so that the refuse may be easily 
distinguished and detached. 

2. A plentiful supply of water to dilute and carry 
off all such refuse, a | to allow of sufficient washing 
of streets, houses, clothes, and persons. 

3. An effective service of scavengers to remove re- 
gularly the rubbish and impurities which water cannot 
carry away, and fit receptacles for such matters until 
removed. 

4. Free ventilation by wide streets, open alleys, and 
well-constructed houses, to dilute and carry away all 
hurtful aériform matters. 

5. Keeping as distant as possible from the people 
the practice of all the arts and processes capable of 
producing malaria or tainting the air. Hence the 
situation of cattle-markets, slaughter-houses, cow- 
houses, tripe-shops, gas-factories, burying-grounds, and 
the like, should be determined by competent autho- 
rities. 

6. Preventing the great crowding of the lodging 
houses of the poor.” 

The greater number of these suggestions are capable 
of being carried into practice with ease by any com- 
munity, particularly if the work be pursued step by 
step. The alteration of existing streets and alleys 
built upon a crowded and injurious plan, could not be 
effected, certainly, excepting by very slow degrees, yet 
every opportunity of amendment of this kind ought 
to be seized. Those suggestions that refer to the con- 
struction of sewers, the cleansing of streets by an 
effective body of scavengers, and the supply of water, 
might be followed up at once in those cities where 
they are required, and most assuredly public funds 
could never be more judiciously expended. In the 
closes and common stairs of the Scottish metropolis, a 
most complete change of affairs is needed. As much 
putrid matter, animal and vegetable, is lodged about 
one of these as might disseminate poison through a 
whole neighbourhood ; and what that poison can do, 
Dr Smith has told us. These are the things which 
render such a disease as typhus terrible, and make 
cities suffer from it to the extent of 122 per cent. 
above the ratio of its fatality in the country. With 
open streets, clean and well paved, with close and pro- 
perky acting sewers, with abundance of water, and a 

w other provisions, plague or pestilence would find it 
difficult to effect a lodgement. 

The condition of individual houses, their manner of 
ventilation, and the state of the atmosphere within 
them, will form the subject of a sueceeding paper. 


A TRAVELLER BELOW GROUND. 

Wuen Mr Bruce of Kinnaird returned from his many 
years’ absence in Barbary and Abyssinia, to his country 
mansion on the carse of Falkirk, he was greatly dissatis- 
fied with the way in which his collieries had been 
wrought. After some stormy disputes with the indivi- 
duals who had leased them, he agreed to submit the 
matter to a committee of experienced coal-engineers, who 
accordingly met at Kinnaird, inspected the mines, and 
used every endeavour to form an impartial judgment. 
Conversing one day with these gentlemen, he challenged 
something which one of them said respecting the condi- 
tion of the mines ; whereupon the engineer said that, if 
Mr Bruce was not afraid, he might go down and satisfy 
himself on the point by personal investigation. The word 
“afraid” startled the ear of the traveller, whose com- 
manding figure and bold demeanour had been the chief 
means of bringing him unscathed through so many dan- 
gers. “ Afraid!” said he, in his magnificent way: “ sir, 
do you think I would be afraid to go down into my own 
mines?” He immediately proposed to down with 
them next day, and they as eagerly took him at his word, 
determined to punish him a little for the unreasonable 
way in which he had disputed many of their statements. 
“He speaks of Nubian sands,” quoth one to another 
that evening ; “ we'll show him something worse to-mor- 
row, if 1 am not mistaken.” Next day, accordingly, the 
illustrious traveller appeared at the mouth of the pit, 
and after eS dignified person in the coarse 
clothes proper to the occasion, down he went, along with 
his corps of engineers. The strata are not there very 
thick at the best, and many of the wastes were consider- 
ably crushed or fallen in. It was therefore by no means 
leasant walking through Mr Bruce's mines. Neverthe- 
as had been concerted amongst them, on they went, 

up one waste, down another, leading the unfortunate 
Abyssinian such a dance as never traveller danced before, 
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either on the surface or beneath it, and all the time 
pretending to demonstrate to him the results at which 
they had arrived. Sometimes the party would be stoo 
ing in a rectangular form; sometimes they would 
wading up to the knees in coal mud ; sometimes they 
would be reduced, for a quarter of a mile together, to 
crawl on their hands and knees, also in deep mud. At 
one place the yy passed through an aperture 
barely wide enough for themselves, who were men of 
moderate size, but which was evidently too narrow for 
Bruce. When they had passed, they said they were 
afraid it would be difficult for him to get through ; 
but he was too proud to own himself defeated—tried the 
aperture, and hirly stuck init. They had to pull him 
out by the head and shoulders; and a sore pull it was. 
Thus they led him about, he evidently sinking with fatigue 
and disgust, but never uttering a word of complaint, and 
they, of course, greatly enjoying his distress, till towards 
dinner-time, when at length they brought him back to 
the bottom of the pit, the only place where he could stand 
upright. The figure which he now cut—one tall mass of 
black mud and rags—is not to be described. Neverthe- 
less, up to the very last moment he maintained his usual 
composure, and the only remark he now made, that 
seemed to denote his feelings, was, that he did not think 
the wastes had been so dirty. It may be supposed that 
next day he showed himself a good deal more ready than 
he had formerly been to admit the conclusions to which 
experience observation had brought his scientific 
visers. 


REMARKABLE CASES OF CIRCUMSTANTIAL 
EVIDENCE. 
BRADFORD THE INNKEEPER.* 

JoNATHAN BraprorD kept an inn in Oxfordshire, on 
the London road to Oxford. He bore a respectable 
character. Mr Hayes, a gentleman of fortune, being 
on his way to Oxford on a visit to a relation, put up 
at Bradford’s. He there joined company with two 
gentlemen, with whom he supped, and in conversation 
unguardedly mentioned that he had then about him a 
considerable sum of money. In due time they retired 
to their respective chambers ; the gentlemen to a two- 
bedded room, leaving, as is customary with many, a 
candle burning in the chimney corner. Some hours 
after they were in bed, one of the gentlemen, being 
awake, thought he heard a deep groan in an adjoining 
chamber ; and this being repeated, he softly awoke 
his friend. ‘They listened together, and the groans 
increasing as of one dying and in pain, they both in- 
stantly arose, and proceeded silently to the door of 
the next chamber, from which the groans had seemed 
to come. The door being ajar, they saw a light in 
the room. They entered, but it is impossible to paint 
their consternation on perceiving a person weltering 
in his blood in the bed, and a man standing over him 
with a dark lantern in one hand, and a knife in the 
other! The man seemed as much petrified as them- 
selves, but his terror carried with it all the appearance 
of guilt. The gentlemen soon discovered that the 
murdered person was the stranger with whom they 
had that night supped, and that the man who was 
standing over him was their host. They seized Brad- 
ford directly, disarmed him of his knife, and charged 
him with being the murderer. He assumed by this 
time the air of innocence, positively denied the crime, 
and asserted that he came there with the same humane 
intentions as themselves ; for that, hearing a noise, 
which was succeeded bya groaning, he got out of bed, 
struck a light, armed himself with a knife for his de- 
fence, and had but that minute entered the room be- 
fore them. ‘These assertions were of little avail; he 
was kept in close custody till the morning, and then 
taken before a neighbouring justice of the peace. 
Bradford still denied the murder, but with such appa- 
rent indications of guilt, that the justice hesitated not 
to make use of this extraordinary expression on writ- 
ing his mittimus, “ Mr Bradford, either you or myself 
committed this murder.” 

This remarkable affair became a topic of conversa- 
tion to the whole country. Bradford was condemned 
, the general voice of every company. In the midst 

all this predetermination, came on the assizes at 
Oxford. Bradford was brought to trial ; he pleaded 
not guilty. Nothing could be stronger than the evi- 
dence of the two gentlemen. ‘They testified to the 
finding Mr Hayes murdered in his bed, Bradford at 
the side of the body with a light and a knife, and that 
knife, and the hand which held it, bloody. They 
stated, that, on their entering the room, he betrayed 
all the signs of a guilty man; and that, but a few 
minutes preceding, they had heard the groans of the 
deceased. 

Bradford’s defenee on his trial was the same as 
before ; he had heard a noise ; he suspected that some 
villany was transacting ; he struck a light, snatched 
up the knife, the only weapon at hand to defend him- 
self, and entered the room of the deceased. He averred 
that the terrors he betrayed were merely the feelings 
natural to innocence, as well as guilt, on beholding so 
horrid a scene. The defence, however, could not but 
be considered as weak, contrasted with the several 
powerful circumstances against him. Never was cir- 
cumstantial evidence so strong, so far as it went. 
There was little need for comment from the judge in 
summing up the evidence ; no ans for ex- 
tenuation, and the prisoner was dec guilty by the 
jury without their even leaving the box. 


* This case, the reader will » is not unlike, in some 
points, that of Thomas Harris, in No. 182, 


Bradford was executed shortly after, still declaring 
that he was not 
der, of Mr Hayes ; but he died disbeli by all. 

Yet were these assertions not untrue! ‘The murder 
was actually committed by the footman of Mr Hayes ; 
and the assassin, immediately on stabbing his master, 
rifled his pockets of his money, gold watch, and snuff- 
box, and then escaped back to his own room. This 
could scarcely have been effected, as after-circum- 
stances showed, more than two seconds before Brad- 
ford’s entering the unfortunate gentleman’s chamber. 
The world owes this information to a remorse of con- 
science on the part of the footman (eighteen months 
after the execution of Bradford) when laid on a bed 
of sickness. It was a death-bed repentance, and by 
that death the law lost its victim. - 

It were to be wished that this account could close 
here, but there is more to be told. Bradford, though 
innocent of the murder, and not even privy to it, was 
nevertheless a murderer in a e had heard, as 
well as the footman, what Mr Hayes had declared at 
supper, as to the having a sum of money about him ; 


+ and he went to the chamber of the deceased with the 


same dreadful intentions as the servant. He was 
struck with amazement on beholding himself an- 
ticipated in the crime. He could not believe his 
senses ; and in turning hack the bed-clothes to assure 
himself of the fact, he in his agitation dropped his 
knife on the bleeding body, by which means both his 
hands and the weapon became bloody. These cireum- 
stances Bradford acknowledged to the clergyman who 
attended him after sentence, but who, it is extremely 
probable, would not believe them at the time. « 

Besides the graver lesson to be drawn from this 
extraordinary case, in which we behold the simple in- 
tention of crime so signally and wonderfully punished, 
these events furnish a striking warning against the 
careless, and, it may be, vain display of money or other 
property in strange places. To heedlessness on this 
score, the unfortunate Mr Hayes fell a victim. The 
temptation, we have seen, proved too strong for two 
persons out of the few who heard hisill-timed disclosure. 

BRUNELL’S CASE. 

In the year 1742, another case of a very remarkable 
nature occurred near Hull. A gentleman travelling 
to that place was stopped late in the evening, about 
seven miles from the town, by a single highwayman, 
with a mask on his face, who robbed the traveller of a 
purse containing twenty guineas. The highwayman 
rode off by a different path, full speed, and the gentle- 
man, frightened, but not injured except in purse, pur- 
sued his journey. It was growing late, however, and 
being naturally much agitated by what had passed, he 
rode only two miles farther, and stopt at the Bell 
Inn, kept by Mr James Brunell. He went into the 
kitchen to give directions for his supper, where he 
related, to several persons present, the fact of his 
having been robbed ; to which he added this peculiar 
circumstance, that when he travelled he always gave 
his gold a peculiar mark, and that every guinea in 
the purse taken from him was thus marked. Hence 
he hoped that the robber would yet be detected. 
Supper being ready, he retired. He had not long 
finished his supper, when Mr Brunell came into the 
weed where he was, and after the usual inquiries of 
andlords as to the guest’s satisfaction with his meal, 
observed, “ Sir, I understand you have been robbed, 
not far hence, this evening.” “I have, sir,’ was the 
—- “And your money was marked ?” continued 
the landlord. “ It was,” said the traveller. “A cir- 
cumstance has arisen,” resumed Mr Brunell, “ which 
leads me to think that I can point out the robber. 
Pray, at what time in the evening were you oa a 
“It was just setting in to be dark,” replied the tra- 
veller. “The time confirms my suspicions,” said the 
landlord ; and he then informed the gentleman that 
he had a waiter, one John Jennings, who had of late 
been so very full of money, and so very extravagant, 
that he (the landlord) had been surprised at it, and 
had determined to part with him, his conduct being 
every way suspicious ; that long before dark that day, 
he had sent out Jennings to change a guinea for him ; 
that the man had only come back since the arrival of 
the traveller, saying he could not get change ; and 
that, seeing Jennings to be in liquor, he had sent him 
off to bed, determining to discharge him in the morn- 
ing. Mr Brunell continued to say, that when the 

inea was brought back to him, it struck him that 
it was not the same which he had sent out for change, 
there being on the returned one a mark, which he was 
very sure was not upon the other ; but that he should 
probably have thought no more of the matter, Jen- 
nings having frequently had gold in his pocket of late, 
had not the people in the kitchen told him what the 
traveller had related respecting the robbery, and the 
cireumstance of the guineas being marked. He (Mr 
Brunell) had not been present when this relation was 
made, and unluckily before he heard of it from the 
people in the kitchen, he had paid away the guinea to 
a man'who lived at some distanee, and who had now 
one home. “The circumstance, however,” said the 
andlord in conclusion, “struck me so very strongly, 
that I could not refrain, as an honest man, from com- 
Fag giving you information of it.” 

r Brunell was duly thanked for his candid dis- 
closure. There appeared from it the strongest reason 
for suspecting Jennings; and if, on searching him, 
any others of the marked guineas should be found, 
and the gentleman could identify them, there would 
then remain no doubt in the matter, It was now 


.| paid the 


agreed to go up to his room ; Jennings was fast asleep ; 
his pockets were searched, and Semana of them me 
drawn forth a purse, containing exactly nineteen 
guineas. Suspicion now became certainty; for the 
gentleman declared the purse and guineas to be iden- 
tically those of which he had been robbed. Assistance 
was called; Jennings was awakened, dragged out of 
bed, and charged with the robbery. He denied it 
firmly, but cireumstances were too strong to gain him 
belie® He was secured that night, and next day taken 
before a justice of the peace. ‘The gentleman and Mr 
Brunell deposed to the facts upon oath, and Jennings, 
having no proofs, nothing but mere assertions of inno- 
cence which could not be credited, was committed to 
take his trial at the next assizes. 

So strong seemed the case against him, that most 
of the man’s friends advised him to plead guilty, 
and throw himself on the mercy of the court. This 
advice he rejected, and, when ed, pled not 

ilty. The prosecutor swore to the fact of the rob- 

ry ; though, as the thing took place in the dusk, and 
the highwayman was in a mask, he could not swear 
to the person of the prisoner, but thought him of the 
same stature nearly as the man who robbed him. ‘To 
the purse and guineas, when they were produced in 
court, he swore—as to the purse, positively, and as to 
the marked guineas, to the best of his belief; and he 
testified to their having been taken from the pocket of 
the prisoner. 
e master, Mr Brunell, de as to 
the sending of Jennings for the change of a guinea, 
and to the waiter’s having brought back to him a 
marked one, in the room of one he had given him un- 
marked. He also gave evidence as to the discovery of 
the purse and guineas on the prisoner. 'To consum- 
mate the » the man to whom Mr Brunell had 
guinea, as mentioned, came forward and pro- 
duced the coin, testifying at the same time that he 
had received it on the evening of the robbery from the 
prisoner’s master, in payment of a debt ; and the 
traveller, or prosecutor, on comparing it with the 
other nineteen, swore to its being, to the best of his 
belief, one of the twenty marked guineas taken from 
him by the highwayman, and of which the other nine- 
teen were found on Jennings. 

The judge summed up the evidence, yas out 
all the concurring circumstances against the prisoner ; 
and the jury, convinced by this strong accumulation 
of circumstantial evidence, without going out of court 
brought in a verdict of guilty. Jennings was exe- 
cuted some little time afterwards at Hull, repeatedly 
declaring his innocence up till the very moment of 
his execution. 

Within a twelvemonth afterwards, Brunell, the 
master of Jennings, was himself taken up for a robbery 
committed on a guest in his house, and the fact being 
proved on trial, he was convicted, and ordered for 
execution. The approach of death brought on repen- 
tance, and repentance confession. Brunell not only 
acknowledged himself to have been guilty of many 
highway robberies, but owned himself to have com- 
mitted the very one for which poor Jennings suffered. 

The account which Brunell gave was, that after 
robbing the traveller, he had got home before him by 
swifter riding and by a nearer way. ‘That he found a 
man at home waiting for him, to whom he owed a 
little bill, and to whom, not having enough of other 
money in his pocket, he gave away one of the twenty 

ineas which he had just obtained by the robbery. 

resently came in the robbed gentleman, who, whilst 
Brunell, not knowing of his arrival, was in the stable, 
told his tale, as before related, in the kitchen. The 
gentleman had scarcely left the kitchen before Brunell 
entered it, and there, to his consternation, heard of 
the facts, and of the guineas being marked. He be- 
came dreadfully alarmed. The guinea which he had 

id away he Look not ask back again ; and as the 
affair of the robbery, as well as the circumstance of 
the marked guineas, would soon become publiely known, 
he saw nothing before him but detection, disgrace, 
and death, In this dilemma, the thought of accusing 
and sacrificing poor Jennings occu tohim. The 
state of intoxication in which Jennings was, gave him 
an opportunity of concealing the money in the waiter’s 
pocket. ‘The rest of the story the reader knows. 


TROPICAL DELIGHTS, 

Insects are the curse of tropical climates. The hete 
rouge lays the foundation of a tremendous ulcer. In a 
moment you are covered with ticks. Chigoes bury them- 
selves in your flesh, and hatch a large colony of young 
chigoes in a few hours. They will not live together, but 
every chigoe sets up a separate ulcer, and has his own 
private portion of pus. Flies get entry into your mouth, 
into your eyes, into your nose ; you eat flies, drink flies, 
and breathe flies. Lizards, cockroaches, and snakes, get 
into the bed; ants eat up the books ; scorpions sting you 
on the foot. Every thing bites, stings, or bruises ; every 
second of your existence you are wounded by some piece 
of animal life that nobody has ever seen before, except 
Swammerdam and Meriam. An insect with eleven legs is 
swimming in your tea-cup, a nondescript with nine wings 
is struggling in the small beer, or caterpillar with several 
dozen eyes in his belly is hastening over the bread and 
butter! All nature is alive, and seems to be gathering 
all her entomological hosts to eat you up, as you are 
standing, out of your coat, waistcoat, and breeches, 
Such are the tropics. All this reconciles us to our dews, 
fogs, vapours, and drizzle—to our apothecaries rushin 
about with patzies and tinctures—to our old, Briti 


constitutional coughs, sore throats, and swelled faces,— 
Rev, Sydney Smith, 
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THE DEPUTY. 
[From Pictures of the French, drawn by Themselves.] 
AvGusrTE was elected, two years ago, Deputy for the 
arrondissement of * * *. 


On his arrival in Paris he called upon me. He was 
almost afraid of what he had dared to undertake. 
The formidable honour, once obtained, preyed on his 
mind. He was nervous and agitated, and looked u 
to me for advice ; he seemed to be as giddy as if sud- 
denly conveyed to the top of a lofty monument. I 

at his terrors ; for sym gratified vanity 
shone through his fear, ing it manifest that he 


was not a little proud of his dignity. 

He frequently repeated his ‘or some time after, 
anxious to consult with me about his line of conduct ; 
but it was not long ere he offered me his a 

A complete change, certainly rapid, if not sudden, 
came over my friend’s manners. He speedily got rid 
of his natural timidity, I had almost said, his modesty ; 
and I was never more struck by the powerful effect of 
the elective mandate, than when I saw how quickly 
it enla the intellectual faculties of my honourable 
friend, his talent for observation, his foresight, and, 
above all, his ability as a eye os had not 

et elapsed, and J no longer ised in Auguste 
the same man I had shortly before seen so frightened 
by his new duties, and so anxious to dise them 
creditably. Auguste had already acquired perfect self- 
confidence. On his first visits, he had spoken with 
great humility of what he wished to obtain from go- 
vernment for his native district ; soon afterwards, he 
expatiated with energy on sundry improvements re- 
quired in his department. Now, the interest and hap- 
piness of France were uppermost in his thoughts, and 
views and projects embracing the whole world often 
his mind. It is mght to add, that these 
extended views of general politics effectually banished 
from his memory his pledges to forward and support 
the local interests of his constituents, as he to 
call the elective body of his district. 

[From less to more, Auguste shakes off his conscien- 
tiousness, forgets his legislatorial duty, and becomes 
a dangler at the levées and drawing-rooms of the 
great. His friend now calls upon him.] 

Auguste seemed to me to be threatened by some ter- 
rible crisis ; he was gloomy, and evidently preoccupied ; 
his whole nee betrayed his inward agitation. He 
had received letters from the country ; his constituents 
were disappointed with him, and vexed to look in vain 
for the report of his speeches. Many questioned his 
abilities, while others ascribed his silence to the un- 
steadiness of his political opinions. There was no means 
to avoid it: the time was come when he must speak. 
He was rather disappointed to find a troublesome duty 
interfere withvhis charming arrangements for his Parisian 
life. A bill closely affécting the local interests of his con- 
stituency was about to come under discussion. Nothing 
could justify his silence on such a question: and he 
came to the determination of making his maiden speech. 

The composition of Auguste’s extempore speech took him 
three days. In order to make himself perfectly its master, 
he recited it several times with and without the manu- 
script to the chairs in his apartment. The next day, Au- 

, prepared for all contingencies, ded the rostrum, 
and delivered his speech without any hesitation, and most 
accurately. Nobody paid the least attention to it ; the 
Chamber was very thin, the president had just taken the 
chair, and my honourable friend was only listened to by 
a few ladies, whom he had favoured with tickets for the 

d occasion, and were, with myself, the only persons 
fh the secret of the forthcoming début. 

I felt anxious to know the sensations of the new orator, 
rather expecting an ostentatious display. To my great 
surprise, Auguste was humble and diflident. He con- 
fessed that the rostrum had seemed to him raised to an 
extraordinary elevation ; that at first he felt giddy, his 
tongue was tied, his mouth parched, and without the 
assistance of the eau sucrée he would have been unable 
to utter a syllable. 

Delivered under the most unfavourable circumstances, 
Auguste’s speech was one of those to which reporters 
invariabl ply the following stock phrase :—* The 
Honourable Deputy spoke in a very low tone of voice, 
which failed to reach us in the gallery.” But I, foreseeing 
this, had taken measures accordingly. Assisted by 
Auguste, I had prepared four copies of the extempore 
speech, and sent them to the leading newspapers ; and 
in the evening we went round to revise the proofs, and 
insert at the conclusion of the most striking paragraphs 
the sympathetic words, “ Hear! hear!” “ Profound sen- 
sation,” and “ General applause.” We ventured to alter 
a few words, escaped in the warmth of the discussion ; 
and a paragraph or two added after the debate, gave relief 
to the weak points of the speech. Such are the precau- 
tions constantly taken by every Deputy careful of his 
reputation as a speaker, and ours secured for Auguste 
the well-earned congratulations of his constituents. 

Numerous and flattering were the felicitations he re- 
ceived. He was the true protector of his district, the 
saviour of his country, and the glory of France. Every 
letter teemed with praise, which was accompanied in 
every instance by a request, a commission, a petition, or 
the demand for some favour. Each constituent had a 
wish to express, certain hopes to reveal, some expecta- 
tions to hint, The Deputy was become on a sudden the 

ian angel of his district, but it was not intended to 

ve him in the quiet enjoyment of a sinecure. He had 
hases to make for the ladies of his neighbourhood— 

ks, millinery, jewellery, china, and furniture ; he had 

to advocate every claim ; to support all rights, old and 
new, past, present, and future ; to foster all complaints ; 
to countenance all pretensions, and all petty, insatiable 
Two or three schoolboys were entrusted to 


his care: he was to go and see them often at college, and 
to send for and amuse them on holidays ; and was actu- 
ally to poseaeneins for the faults of four or five law and 
medical students, whose conduct he was commissioned 
to inspect. Nor was this all, His arrondissement had 
numerous claims on the budget, and instructed him to 
sue the government for its of money, books, pictures, 
and statues. They set forth their claims to new bri 

and new roads ; they had valleys to fill up, moun 

to level, and rivers to divert their course; they 
wanted a regiment to enliven their principal towns, &c. 
&e. &c. Auguste was unable to stand it. Heaps of let- 
ters were brought him by every post, and incessant were 
the demands made upon his purse. 

The character of dian angel of a country district is 
not maintained without a world of trouble. Auguste’s 
door was besieged every morning by crowds of eager 
applicants. He had countless letters of introduction to 
write, and all his time was taken up by innumerable 
visitors. Ile was the natural comforter of all the misfor- 
tunes of his department. An unceasing call was made 
upon his cash-box, for loans or for charity. In the Cham- 
ber he was assailed by fresh importunities. Some came 
up from the country on to see and hear him, 
and for them he could do no less than procure tickets of 
admission to the Chambers, and to view the public 
monuments. He was, moreover, ¢ to devote a 
few hours a-day to do the honours of Paris to his consti- 
tuents, and to introduce at least the leading men amongst 
them to the minister. 

Meanwhile, in the midst of these tribulations, honours 
came to console him: he was invited to court. He now 
began to think much of himself, and to consider whether 
some high office of state would not suit him. After 
having so often exerted his influence in the service of 
others, he felt that he had some right not entirely to for- 
get his own interest. Without any very strong political 
bias, and free from unjust prejudices, Auguste never dis- 
played a stern hostility to power; but when he entered 
public life, he wisely determined to avoid any engage- 
ment that would hazard his independence, I cannot 
affirm whether any change has since taken place in his 
convictions ; but he lately told me, that if those fierce 
opponents who are always combating men in power, had 
more opportunities to see them at less distance, they 
would undoubtedly be less severe. 


WHEN I UPON THY BOSOM LEAN. 

In Burns's “ Epistle to J. Lapraik, an old Scottish 
Bard,” which appears among his poetical productions, 
the following lines occur :— 

On fasten-een we had a rockin’, 
‘To ca’ the crack and weave our stockin’, 
An’ there was muckle fun an’ jokin’, 

Ye needna doubt ; 
At length we had a hearty yokin’ 

At sang about. 


To some sweet wife ; 
It thirl’d the heart-strings through the breast, 
A’ to the life. 
The following is Lapraik’s song here referred to, as 
slightly altered and improved by Burns :— 
When I upon thy boson lean 
And fondly clasp thee a’ my ain, 
I glory in the sacred ties 
That made us ane, wha ance were twain : 
A mutual flame inspires us baith— 
The tender look, the melting kiss ; 
Fyen years shall ne’er destroy our love, 
But only gie us change o” bliss. 


Ilae 1 a wish ? it’s a’ for thee ; 
1 ken thy wish is me to please ; 
Our moments pass sae smooth away, 
That numbers on us look and gaze. 
Weel pleas’d they see our happy days, 
Nor envy’s sel’ finds aught to blame ; 
And aye when weary cares arise, 
Thy bosom still shall be my hame. 
I'll lay me there, and tak’ my rest ; 
And if that aught disturb my dear, 
I'll bid her laugh her cares away, 
And beg her not to drap a tear. 
Hae I a joy ? it’s a’ her ain ; 
United still her heart and mine ; 
They're like the woodbine round the tree, 
t's twined till death shall them disjoin. 


SLAVE TRAFFIC IN THE EAST. 

The Papuas, a people of the Molluccan Archipelago, 
are very jealous of foreigners, and their principal trade is 
in slaves. In no part of the world is this odious traffic 
carried to greater excess. “ The price given for a slave 
on the coast is usually two pieces of white calico, valued 
at from eight to ten Spanish dollars; from sixty to 
seventy rupees ag or six pounds sterling) being obtained 
by the traders for them at Bali, and other places in that 
direction. Natives worthy of belief have assured me, 
that if a Papua of the coast is struck by a desire to ob- 
tain any articles brought by the foreign trader, for which 
he has no productions to give in exchange, he will not 
hesitate to barter one or two of his children for them; 
and if his own are not at hand, he will ask the loan of 
those of his neighbour, promising to give his own in ex- 
change when they come to hand—this request being 
rarely refused. This app d to me to be almost incre- 
dible ; but the most trustworthy natives bore unanimous 
evidence to its truth. The mountaineers themselves 
sometimes sell their children also. In other places, I 
have known parents sell their children when their main- 
tenance became too heavy a burden for them to bear, 
without heeding whether they would ever see them 
again.” Such a total absence of feeling certainly brings 
these savage people below the level of dumb animals !— 
Kolff's Voyages. 


THE SPOTTED FLY-CATCHER. 

We extract the following anecdotic sketch of this crea- 
ture from a communication made to the Kendal Natural 
History Society, and published lately in the Kendal 
Mercury :— 

“A of small birds (the spotted fiy-catcher of Be- 
wick) built their nest lately in a corner of my bedroom 
window. I happened to see them when they were about 
beginning their little structure ; but my attention was 
withdrawn for two or three days, and when I looked again 
it was finished, so that I unfortunately lost the opportu- 
nity (so seldom afforded) of witnessing the mode of 
building of those tiny architects. So soon, however, as 
the young were hatched, did these indefatigable birds 
feed them with flies of different descriptions, from five or 
six o'clock in the morning until ten at night ; and often 
so quickly as every minute or half minute. The male 
as well as the female took part in this labour of love: for 
they were frequently both present at the nest at the same 
time ; though, from their similarity of plumage, they are 
not easily distinguished. There were five young ones, 
and when a fly was brought, it was deposited in one of the 
gaping mouths, without hesitation, though I regret I 
could not ascertain the method by which they con- 
trived not to cram one too much, while another was left 
wanting, for the little cormorants were all ready to swal- 
low when the food came. Whether each of the parents 
had its own part of the offspring to attend to, or however 
it was managed, I have little doubt they made an equi- 
table distribution, and that no pets or pampered nestlings 
were allowed in this feathered household. 1 once took 
notice of three of them being fed in succession. A small 
white-winged butterfly was brought to the young, but 
not having been previously killed, instead of being swal- 
lowed, it was making its escape with what speed it could 
muster, but was pounced upon and seized before it had 
got a foot from the nest. Another time, the hen (as I 
took it) had fed her young one, but before she flew away, 
the cock came and sat down, when, without ceremony, she 
took the food from his bill, and gave it to one of the 
nestlings herself, as if, like a good mother, she had some 
doubt of her helpmate’s sound discretion in the matter. 
She would often, after having delivered her fly, stay 
awhile and look around on her little family, as if to in- 
dulge a mother’s fondness, or perhaps for the p of 
clearing away the excrement, which was done with won- 
derful dexterity the moment it was ejected. And it was 
curious I could never see any thing come from the young, 
except when one of the old birds was there to remove it. 
When the young were feathered, and had increased in 
size, they were a good deal incommoded for want of room 
inthenest. Indeed, they filled it above the brim ; and it 
was amusing to see two or three of these little creatures 
clambering over and sitting on the backs of the others; 
yet, although the nest was placed close to the edge of 
the window sill, such was their instinct of self-preserva- 
tion, they took care not to fall from it, which would have 
been almost instant destruction. After they had left the 
nest, they sat near it in a row, for two or three days, on 
the outside of the window, where the old ones fed them 
as usual. They did not take their final departure all 
together, at the same time ; on one day, two went away ; 
on the day following, another ; and the remaining two on 
thenext. It appears as if they had immediately removed 
to some distance, as I have never since been able to get 
a sight of my little fly-catchers. The last disappeared 
on the Ist of July. Perhaps I ought to mention, that in 
order to witness the goings-on in the nest, unobserved 
myself, I heaped up a pile of books and newspapers to 
form a screen, through an opening in which I id view 
the nest and its inhabitants. 

I noticed one circumstance so remarkable, that I must 
not forget to mention it. The nest was sheltered from 
the rays of the forenoon and noontide sun by a projection 
of a part of the house; but when he came round to three 
or four o’clock in the afternoon on a clear day, his warm 
beams shone right against the corner where the nest was 

laced, to the great distress of the poor little nestlin 
(The old birds had evidently not foreseen this, for the 
inconvenience would have been nearly prevented, had 
they built in the other corner of the window.) One warm 
afternoon, the young ones were panting with open bills 
from the great heat ; and judge my surprise and plea- 
sure to see one of the old birds (the cece, I supposed) 
seated on the sunward side of the nest, and stretchi 
over them with wings a little extended, to shield an 
protect them, and apparently, from her open mouth, 
suffering as much or more than themselves! Here she 
would continue till the sun got lower. I observed them 
for at least three sunny afternoons ; and when the young 
were suffering from the heat, one of the old birds was 
moe absent, sitting * hw y side, if not to shelter, to 
ean over with o ill, as if, at least, to sympathise 
with her distressed 1 brood ! sts 

In respect to this beautiful trait in the character of 
these little birds, shielding their young from the burning 
rays of the sun, I have certainly read of something of the 
same kind related of the swallow or martin, though I do 
not recollect where. It is undoubtedly a very striking 
circumstance, but | shall not comment upon it. Yet one 
thing may be remarked. It is clear they could perceive 
the distress of their young ; they could infer the cause, 
and they took the most effectual means in their power to 
ward off the inconvenience. The more intimately we are 
acquainted with the habits of the inferior animals, the 
more shall we be convinced of the surprising degree of 
intelligence conferred upon them by their Great Creator, 
whether we choose to call it instinet or reason.” 
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Aboon them a’ it pleased me best, 
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